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RH O D A.

UNCLE Bradburn took down a

volume of the new Cyclopaedia,

and placed it on the stand beside him.

He did not, however, open it imme-

diately, but sat absorbed in thought.

At length he spoke : — " Don't you

think a young girl in the kitchen, to

help Dorothy, would save a good many
steps ?

"

" I don't know," replied Aunt Janet,

slowly. " Dorothy has a great deal to

do already. Hepsy is as good and con-

siderate as possible, but Dorothy won't

let her do anything hardly. Hepsy
says herself, that within doors she has

only dusted furniture and mended
stockings ever since she came."

" Can't you find sewing for Hepsy ?

"

" She ought not to do much of that,

you know."
" Very true ; but then this girl, — she

will have to go to the poor-house if we
don't take her. She has been living

with Mrs. Kittredge at the Hollow ; but

Mrs. Kittredge has made up her mind
not to keep her any longer. The fact

is, nobody will keep her unless we do
;

and she is terribly set against going

back to the poor-house."

"Who is she?" asked Aunt Janet,

She guessed al-

You

a little hurriedly,

ready.

" Her name is Rhoda Breck.

have heard of her."

"Heard of her! I should think so !

"

" If I were you, Oliver," said grand-

mother, who sat in her rocking-chair

knitting, " I would have two or three

new rooms finished off over the wood-

shed, and then you could accommodate

a few more of that sort. Just like

you !

"

And she took a pinch of snuff from

a little silver-lidded box made of a

sea-shell. She took it precipitately,

—

a sign that she was slightly disturbed.

This snuff-box, however, was a safety-

valve.

Uncle Bradburn smiled quietly and

made no reply.

" We will leave it to Dorothy," said

Aunt Janet. " It is only fair, for she

will have all the trouble."

Uncle Bradburn regarded the point

as gained : he \yas sure of Dorothy.

But he added by way of clincher,

" Probably the girl never knew a month
of kind treatment in her life, and one

would like her to have a chance of see-

ing what it is. Just imagine a child of

Entered according to Act of Congress, in the year 1S66, by Ticknor and Fields, in the Clerk's Office

of the District Court of the District of Massachusetts.
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fifteen subjected to the veriest vixen in

the country. There is some excuse for

old Mrs. Kittredge, too, exasperated as

she is by disease. No wonder if she

is not very amiable ; but that makes

it none the less hard for the child."

So the upshot of the matter was, that

Rhoda Breck was installed nominal aid

to Dorothy.

Uncle brought her the next day in

his sulky,— a slight little creature, with

a bundle as large as herself.

Presently she appeared at the sitting-

room door. She was scarcely taller

than a well-grown ten-years child. She
wore a dress of gay-hued print, a bright

shawl whose fringe reached lower than

the edge of her skirt, and on her head

an old-world straw bonnet decorated

with a mat of crushed artificial flowers,

and a faded, crumpled green veil. The
small head had a way of moving in

quick little jerks, like a chicken's ; and

it was odd to see how the enormous
bonnet moved and jerked in unison.

The face and features were small, ex-

cept the eyes, which were large and
wide open, and blue as turquoise.

She took time to look well around

the room before she spoke : — " Well,

I 'm come ; I suppose you 've been ex-

pecting of me. See here, be I going to

sleep with that colored woman ?
"

It was not possible to know from her

manner to whom the query was ad-

dressed ; but Aunt Janet replied, " No,

Rhoda, there is a room for you. We
never ask Dorothy to share her room
with any one." Then, turning to me,
" Go and show Rhoda her room, my
dear."

I rose to obey. Rhoda surveyed me,

as if taking an inventory of the par-

ticulars which made up my exterior

;

and when I in turn felt my eyes at-

tracted by her somewhat singular as-

pect, she remarked, in an indescribably

authoritative tone, " Don't gawp ! I

hate to be gawped at."

" Sec what a pretty room Dorothy

has got ready for you," said I, — "a
chest of drawers in it, too ; and there's

a little closet. I am sure you will like

your room."

" No, you ain't sure neither," she

replied. " Nobody can't tell till they've

tried. Likely yourn has got a carpet

all over it. Hain't it, now ?
"

" It has a straw matting," I an-

swered.

"And it's bigger 'n this, I'll bet.

Ain't it, now ?
"

" It is larger ; but Louise and I have

it together," said I.

" Yes, I've heard tell about her,"

said Rhoda. " Well, you see you and

her ain't town-poor. If you was town-

poor you 'd have to put up with every-

thing,— little room, and straw bed. and

old clothes, and everything. I expect

I '11 have to take your old gowns

;

hain't you got any ? Say, now."

"Yes," I said, "but I wear them my-

self. Surely, that you have on is not

old."

" Well, that 's because I picked ber-

ries enough to buy it with. My bun-

dle there's all old duds, though. It

takes me half my time to patch 'em.

You 'd pitch 'em into the rag-bag.

Would n't you, now ?
"

" I have not seen them, you know,"

I replied.

" More you hain't, nor you ain't

agoing to. I hate folks peeking over

my things."

"Well," said I, "you may be sure I

shall never do it. I must go back to

my work now."
" O, you feel above looking at town-

poor's things, don't you ? Wait till

I 've showed you my new apron. 1

didn't ride in it for fear I'd dust it.

It's real gay, ain't it, now ?
"

" Yes," said I ; "it looks like a piece

of a tulip-bed. But 1 must really go.

I hope you will like your room."

When I went back into the sitting-

room, grandmother was wiping her

eyes. She had been laughing till she

cried at the new help Uncle Oliver had

brought into the house.
M NO matter, though," she was sav-

ing ; "let him call them help if he

likes. If Dorothy will put up with it,

I am sure we ourselves may. He says

Hepsy more than pays her way in eggs

and chickens. Just as if lie thought
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about the eggs and chickens ! Of
course, if persons are really in need, it

always pays to help them ; and I guess

Oliver has about as much capital invest-

ed that way as any one I know of, and

I 'm glad of it But it's his funny way

of doing it ; it 's all help, you see." And
she laughed again till the tears came.

In half an hour, during which time

grandmother had a nap in her chair

and Aunt Janet read, the little appari-

tion stood in the doorway again. She

had doffed the huge bonnet ; and in her

lint-white locks, drawn back from her

forehead so straight and tight that it

seemed as if that were what made her

eyes open so round, she wore a tall

horn comb. Around her neck, and

standing well out, was a broad frill of

the same material as her dress, highly

suggestive of Queen Elizabeth.

" You hain't got any old things, coats

and trousers and such, all worn out,

have you ? 'Cause if you have, I guess

I '11 begin a braided rug. When folks

are poor, they 've got to work, if they

know what 's good for 'em."

" They 'd better work, if they know
what 's good for 'em, whether they 're

poor or not," said grandmother.
" There 's a pedler going to bring

me a diamond ring when I get a dollar

to pay him for it."

This remark was elicited by a fiery

spark on grandmother's finger.

" You had better save your money
for something you need more," said

grandmother.
" You did n't think so when you

bought yourn, did you, now?" said

Rhoda.

Meantime Aunt Janet had experi-

enced a sense of relief at Rhoda's

suggestion, by reason of finding herself

really at a loss how to employ her. So
they twain proceeded at once to the

garret ; whence they presently returned,

Rhoda bearing her arms full of worn-

out garments which had been accumu-

lating in view of the possible beggar

whose visits in that part of New Eng-

land are inconveniently rare.

" Those braided rugs are very com-

fortable things under one's feet in win-

ter," said grandmother. " They 're

homely as a stump fence, but that is

no matter."

" I hardly knew what you would do
with her while we were away," said

Aunt Janet. " But it would kill the

child to sit steadily at that. There 's

one thing, though, — strawberries will

soon be ripe, and she can go and pick

them. You may tell her, Kate, that I

will pay her for them by the quart, just

as any one else does. That will please

and encourage her, I think."

I told her that evening.
" No, you don't," was her answer.

" Nobody don't pay me twice over.

I ain't an old skinflint, if I be town-

poor. But I '11 keep you in strawber-

ries, though. Never you fear."

I quite liked that of her, and so did

grandmother and Aunt Janet when I

told them.

Uncle and Aunt Bradburn were go-

ing to make their yearly visit at Exe-
ter, where uncle's relatives live. The
very day of their departure brought a

letter announcing a visit from one of

Aunt Janet's cousins, a Miss Lucretia

Stackpole. She was a lady who avowed
herself fortunate in having escaped all

those trammels which hinder people

from following their own bent. One of

her fancies was for a nomadic life ; and
in pursuance of this, she bestowed on
Aunt Janet occasional visits, varying in

duration from two or three days to as

many weeks. The letter implied that

she might arrive in the evening train,

and we waited tea for her.

She did not disappoint us ; and

during the tea-drinking she gave us

sketches, not only of all the little celeb-

rities she had met at Saratoga, but of

all the new fashions in dresses, bon-

nets, and jewelry, besides many of her

own plans.

It was impossible for her to remain

beyond the week, she said, because

she had promised to meet her friends

General and Mrs. Perkinpine in Bur-

lington in time to accompany them to

Montreal and Quebec, whence they

must hurrv back to Saratoga for a

week, and go thence to Baltimore

;
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then, after returning for a few days to

New York, they were to go to Europe.
" But you don't mean to go with

them to Europe, Lucretia ? " said

grandmother.
" O, of course, Aunt Margaret," for

so she called her,— " of course I intend

to go. We mean to be gone a year,

and half the time we shall spend in

Paris. We shall go to Rome, and we
shall spend a few weeks in England."

" I cannot imagine what you will do

with six months in Paris, — you who
don't know five words of French."

" I studied it, however, at boarding-

school," said Miss Stackpole ;
" I read

both Telemaque and the New Testa-

ment in French."
" Did you ? " said grandmother ;

" well,

every little helps."

" I think I should dearly love to go
myself," said Louise.

" One picks up the language," said

Miss Stackpole; "and certainly noth-

ing is more improving than travel."

" If improvement is your motive, it

is certainly a very laudable one," said

grandmother. " But I should suppose

that at your age you would begin to

prefer a little quiet to all this rushing

about. But every one to his liking."

Now it is undeniable that grand-

mother and Miss Stackpole never did

get on very well together ; so it was
rather a relief to Louise and myself

when Miss Stackpole, pleading fatigue

from her ride, expressed a wish to go
to bed early, and get a good long, re-

freshing night's sleep, the facilities for

which, she averred, were the only com-
pensating circumstance of country life.

Immediately afterwards, grandmoth-
er called Louise and myself into her

room, to say what a pity it was that

this visit had not occurred either a few

weeks earlier or a few weeks later,

when uncle and aunt would have been
at home ; but that, as it was, we must
make the best of it, and do all in our

power to make things go pleasantly

for Miss Stackpole. It was true, she

said, that Lucretia was not so very

many years younger than herself, and,

for her part, she thought pearl-powder

and rouge and dyed hair, and all such

trash, made people look old and silly.,

instead of young and handsome. It

did sometimes try her patience a little
;

but she hoped she should remember,
and so must we, that it was a Chris-

tian duty to treat people hospitably in

one's own home, and that it was en-

joined upon us to live peaceably, if pos-

sible, with all men, as much as lieth

in us. Lucretia's being a goose made
no difference in the principle.

So we planned that we would take her

up to Haverhill, and down to Cornish,

and over to Woodstock, — all places

to which she liked to go. And Doro-
thy came in to ask if she had better

broil or fricassee the chickens for break-

fast, and to say that there was a whole

basketful of Guinea-hens' eggs, and
that she had just set some waffles and
sally-lunns a-sponging. She was de-

termined to do her part, she said

:

she should be mighty glad to help get

that skinchy-scrimpy look out of Miss

Lucretia's face, just like a sour raisin.

Grandmother said every one must

do the best she could.

There was one topic which Miss

Stackpole could never let alone, and

which always led to a little sparring

between herself and grandmother. So
the next morning, directly after break-

fast, she began, — "Aunt Margaret. I

never see that ring on your finger with-

out wanting it."

" I know it," grandmother responded
;

"and you 're likely to want it. It >

little like you '11 ever get it."

" Now, Aunt Margaret ! you always

could say the drollest things. But, up-

on my word, I should pri/e it above

everything. What in all the world

makes you care to wear such a ring as

that, at your age, is more than I cm
imagine. If you gave it to me. I prom-

ise you I would never part with it as

long as I live."

" And I promise you. Lucretia. that

I never will. And let me tell you. that,

old as I am. vou are the only one who
has ever seemed in a hurry for me to

have done with my possessions. If it
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will ease your mind any, I can assure

you, once for all, that this ring will

never come into your hands as long as

you live. It has been in the family

five generations, and has always gone

to the eldest daughter ; and, depend

upon it, I shall not be the first to in-

fringe the custom. So now I hope you

will leave me in peace."

Miss Stackpole held up her hands,

and exclaimed and protested. When
she was alone with Louise and me, she

said she could plainly see that grand-

mother crew broken and childish.

When we saw grandmother alone,

she said she was sorry she had been

so warm with Lucretia ; she feared

it was not quite Christian ; besides,

though you brayed a fool in a mortar

with a pestle, yet would not his foolish-

ness depart from him.

The visiting career, so desirable for

various reasons, was entered upon im-

mediately. To Bethel, being rather too

far for going and returning the same

day, only Miss Stackpole and Lou-

ise went. They rode in the carryall,

Louise driving. Though quite need-

lessly, Miss Stackpole was a little afraid

of trusting herself to Louise's skill, and

begged Will Bright, uncle's gardener,

to leave his work, just for a day, and go
with them. But there were a dozen

things, said Will, which needed imme-
diate doing, so that was out of the

question. Then it came out that a

run-away horse was not the only dan-

ger. In the country there are so many
lurking-places, particularly in going

through woods, whence a robber might

pounce upon you all of a sudden and
demand your life, or your portemon-
naie, or your watch, or your rings, or

something, that Miss Stackpole thought

unprotected women, out on a drive,

were on the whole forlorn creatures.

But in our neighborhood a highwayman
was a myth, — we had hardly ever even
heard of one ; and so, after no end of

misgivings lest one or another lion in

the way should after all compel the re-

linquishment of the excursion, literally

at the eleventh hour they were fairly on
their way.

A room with a low, pleasant window
looking out on the garden was the one

assigned to Rhoda. In the garret she

had discovered a little old rocking-

chair, and this, transferred to her room,

and placed near the window, was her

favorite seat. Here, whenever one

walked in the back garden, which was
pretty much thickets of lilacs, great

white rose-bushes, beds of pinks and
southern-wood, and rows of currant-

bushes, might be heard Rhoda's voice

crooning an old song. It was rather

a sweet voice, too. I wondered where

she could have collected so many old

airs. She said she supposed she

caught them of Miss Reeney, out at

the poor-house.

When one saw Rhoda working away
with unremitting assiduity, day after

day, it was difficult to yield credence to

all the stories that had been current in

regard to her violence of temper and

general viciousness. That was hard

work, too, which she was doing ; at

least it looked hard for such little bits

of hands. First, cutting with those

great heavy shears through the thick,

stiff cloth ; next, the braiding ; and final-

ly, the sewing together with the huge
needle, and coarse, waxed thread.

One afternoon I had been looking at

her a little while, and, as what uncle

said about her having never had fair

play came into my mind, I felt a strong

compulsion to do her some kindness,

however trifling ; so I gathered a few

flowers, fragrant and bright, and took

them to her window.
" Rhoda," said I, " should n't you

like these on your bureau ? They will

look pretty there ; and only smell how
sweet they are. You may have the

vase for your own, if you like."

She took it without a word, looked

at it a moment, glancing at me to make
sure she understood, and then rose

and placed it on the bureau, where it

showed double, reflected from the look-

ing-glass. She did not again turn her

face towards me till she had spent a

brief space in close communion with a

minute handkerchief which she had

drawn from her pocket. Clearly, here
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was one not much wonted to little

kindnesses, and not insensible to them

either.

The visit to Bethel had resulted so

well, that Woodstock and Cornish were

unhesitatingly undertaken. Nor was it

misplaced confidence on Miss Stack-

pole's part. With the slight drawback

of having forgotten the whip on the re-

turn from Woodstock, not the shadow
of an accident occurred. Nor was this

oversight of much account, only that

Tim Linkinwater, the horse, whose
self-will had increased with his years,

soon made the discovery that he for

the nonce held the reins of power ; and

when they reached Roaring Brook, in-

stead of proceeding decorously across

the bridge, he persisted in descending

a somewhat steep bank and fording

the stream. Half-way across, he found

the coolness of the water so agreeable

that he decided to enjoy it ad libitum.

No expostulations nor chirrupings nor

duckings availed aught. He felt him-

self master of the occasion, and would

not budge an inch. He looked up

stream and down stream, and now and

then sent a sly glance back at Miss

Stackpole and Louise, and now and

then splashed the water with his hoofs

against the pebbles. Miss Stackpole's

distress became intense. It began to

be a moot point whether they might

not be forced to pass the night there,

in the middle of Roaring Brook. By
great good fortune, at this juncture

came along in his sulky Dr. Buttcrfield

of Meriden. To him Louise appealed

for aid, and he gave her his own whip,

reaching it down to her from the bridge.

Tim Linkinwater, perfectly compre-

hending the drift of events, did not wait

for the logic of the lash, which, never-

theless. Miss Stackpole declared that

he richly deserved, and which she

would fain have seen administered,

only for the probability that his home-
ward pace might be thereby perilously

accelerated.

That night we all went unusually

early to bed and to sleep. I remember
looking from the window after the light

was out, and seeing, through a rift in

the clouds, the new moon just touching

the peak of the opposite mountain. A
whippoorwill sang in the great chest-

nut-tree at the farther corner of the

yard ; tree - toads trilled, and frogs

peeped, and through all could just be
heard the rapids up the river.

We were wakened at midnight by
very different sounds, — a clattering,

crushing noise, like something falling

down stairs, with outcries fit to waken
the seven sleepers. You would be-

lieve it impossible that they all pro-

ceeded from one voice ; but they did,

and that Rhoda's. We were wide

awake and up immediately ; and as the

screams ceased, we distinctly heard

some one running rapidly down the

walk. As soon as we could tret lights,

we found ourselves congregated in the

upper front hall ; and Rhoda. when
she had recovered breath to speak, told

her story.

She did not know what awoke her

;

but she heard what sounded like care-

fully raising a window, and some one

stepping softly around the house. At

first she supposed it might be one of

the family ; but, the sounds continuing,

it came into her head to get up and

see what they were. So she came,

barefooted as she was, up the back

way, and was just going down the

front stairs, when a gleam of light

shone on the ceiling above her. She

moved to a position whence she could

look over the balusters, and saw that

the light came from a shaded lantern,

carried by a man who moved so stealthi-

ly that only the creaking of the boards

betrayed his footsteps. At the foot of

the stairs he paused a moment, look-

ing around, apparently hesitating which

way to go. He decided to ascend ; and

then Rhoda, bravely determined to do

battle, seized a rocking-chair which

stood near, and threw it downward
with all her force, lifting up her voice

at the same time to give the alarm.

Whether the man wire hurt or not,

it is certain that he was not so disabled

as to impede his flight, and that he had

lost his lantern, for that lay on the
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floor at the foot of the staircase ; so

did the rocking-chair, broken all to

pieces.

When we came to go over the house,

it had been thoroughly ransacked. Ev-

ery bit of silver, from the old-fashioned

tea-pot and coffee-pot and the great

flat porringer which Grandmother Gra-

ham's mother had brought over from

Scotland to the cup which had be-

longed to the baby that died twenty

years ago, and which Aunt Janet loved

for his sake, the spoons, forks, all

were collected in a large basket, with

a quantity of linen and some articles

of clothing.

If the thief had been content with

these, he might probably have secured

them, for he had already placed them

on a table just beneath an open win-

dow ; but, hoping to gain additional

booty, he lost and we saved it all,—
or rather Rhoda saved it for us. We
were extremely glad, for it would have

been a great mischance losing those

things, apart from the shame, as grand-

mother said, of keeping house so poor-

ly while uncle and aunt were away.

Will Bright thought, from Rhoda's,

account, that the man might be Luke

Potter ; for Luke lived nobody knew
how, and he had recently returned

from a two years' absence, strongly

suspected to have been a resident in

a New York State-prison. His family

occupied a little brown house, half a

mile up the road to uncle's wood-lot.

So Will went up there the next day,

pretending he wanted Luke to come
and help about some mowing that

was in hand. Luke's wife said that

her husband had not been out of bed

for two days, with a hurt he got on

the cars the Saturday before. Then
Will offered to go in and see if he
could not do something for him ; but

Mrs. Potter said that he was asleep,

and, having had a wakeful night, she

guessed he had better not be dis-

turbed.

Will felt sure of his man, and, know-
ing Potter's reckless audacity, made ex-

tensive preparations for defence. He
brought down from the garret a rusty

old gun and a powder-horn, hunted
up the bullet - moulds, and run ever

so many little leaden balls before he
discovered that they did not lit the

gun ; but that, as he said, was of no
consequence, because there would be
just as much noise, and it was not

likely that any thief would stay to be
shot at twice.

So, notwithstanding our great fright,

we grew to feel tolerably secure ; but we
took good care to fasten the windows,

and to set in a safer place the articles

which had so nearly been lost. More-
over, Will Bright was moved into a lit-

tle room at the head of the back stairs.

It was to be thought that Miss Stack-

pole would be completely overcome
by this midnight adventure ; but she

averred that, contrariwise, it had the

effect to rouse every atom of energy

and spirit which she possessed. She
had waited only to slip on a double-

gown, and, seizing the first article fit

for offensive service, which proved to

be a feather duster, she hurried to the

scene of action. She said afterwards,

that she had felt equal to knocking

„ down ten men, if they had come within

her range. I remember myself that

she did look rather formidable. Her
double-gown was red and yellow ; and
her hair, wound up in little horn-shaped

ftapillotes, imparted to her face quite a

bristly and fierce expression.

Evidently, Rhoda was much exalted

in Will Bright's esteem from that event-

ful night.

" She 's clear grit," said Will. " Who
'd have thought the little thing had so

much spunk in her ? I declare I don't

believe there's another one in the house

that would have done what she did."

The next forenoon, while Louise and

I were sewing in grandmother's room,

Miss Stackpole came hurriedly in, look-

ing quite excited.

"Aunt Margaret, — girls," said she,

" do you know that, after all, you 've got

a thief in the house ? for you certainly

have."
" Lucretia," said grandmother, " ex-

plain yourself ; what do you mean
now ?

"
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" Why, I mean exactly what I said

;

there 's no doubt that somebody in the

house is dishonest. I know it ; I 've

lost a valuable pin."

" How valuable ? " said grandmother,

smiling, — "a diamond one ?
"

" You need not laugh, Aunt Marga-

ret ; it is one of these new pink coral

pins, and very expensive indeed. I

shall make a stir about it, I can tell

you. A pity if I can't come here for

a few days without having half my
things stolen !

"

" And whom do you suspect of tak-

ing it ? " said grandmother, coolly.

" How do I know ? I don't think

Dorothy would touch anything that

was not her own."
" You don't ? " said grandmother,

firing up. " I am glad you see fit to

make one exception in the charge you
bring against the household."

" O, very well. I suppose you think

I ought to let it all go, and never open
my lips about it. But that is not my
way."

" No, it is not," said grandmother.
" If it were my own pin, I should n't

care so much ; but it is not. It belongs

to Mrs. Perkinpine."
" And you borrowed it ? borrowed

jewelry ? Well done, Lucretia ! I

would not have believed it of you. I

call that folly and meanness."
" No," said Miss Stackpole, " I shall

certainly replace it ; I shall have to, if

I don't find it. But I will find it. I '11

tell you : that girl that dusts my room,

Hepsy you call her, I '11 be bound that

she has it. Not that she would know
its value

; but she would think it a pret-

ty thing to wear. Now, Aunt Marga-
ret, don't you really think yourself it

looks — "

" Lucretia Stackpole," interrupted

grandmother, " if you care to know
what I really think myself, I will tell

you. Since you have lost the pin, and
care so much about it, I am sorry. You
can well enough afford to replace it,

though. But if you want to make
everybody in the neighborhood dis-

like and despise you, just accuse Hep-
sy of taking your trinkets. She was

born and bred here, close by us, and
we think we know her. For my part,

I would trust her with gold uncounted.

Everybody will think, and I think too,

that it is far more likely you have lost

or mislaid it than that any one here

has stolen it."

Miss Stackpole had already opened
her lips to reply ; but what she would
have said will never be known, for she
was interrupted again, — this time by
a terrible noise, as if half the house
had fallen, and then piteous cries. The
sounds came from the wood-shed, and
thither we all hastened, fully expecting

to find some one buried under a fallen

wood-pile. It was not quite that, but

there lay Rhoda, with her foot bent

under her, writhing and moaning in

extreme pain.

We were every one assembled there,

grandmother, Miss Stackpole, Louise,

and I, and Hepsy, Dorothy, and Will

Bright. Dorothy would have lifted

and carried her in, but Rhoda would
not allow it. Will Bright did not wait

to be allowed, but took her up at once,

more gently and carefully than one
would have thought, and deposited

her in her own room. Then, at grand-

mother's suggestion, he set off directly

on horseback for Dr. Butterfield. whom
fortunately he encountered on the way.

The doctor soon satisfied himself

that the extent of the poor girl's inju-

ries was a bad sprain, — enough, cer-

tainly, but less than we had feared.

It would be weeks before she would

be able to walk, and meantime perfect

quiet was strictly enforced. Hepsy vol-

unteered her services as nurse, and dis-

charged faithfully her assumed duties.

But Rhoda grew restless and feverish,

and finally became so much worse that

we began seriously to fear lest she had

received some internal injury.

One afternoon I was sitting with her

when the doctor came. He spoke

cheeringly, as usual ; but when I went

to the door with him, he said the child

had some mental trouble, the disposal

of which would be more effective than

all his medicines, and that I must en-

deavor to ascertain and remove it.
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Without much difficulty I succeeded.

She was haunted with the fear, that,

in her present useless condition, she

would be sent away. I convinced

her that no one would do this during

the absence of Uncle and Aunt Brad-

burn, and that before their return she

would probably be able to resume her

work.
" I know I '11 sleep real good to-

night," said Rhoda. " You see I 'm

awful tired of going round so from

one place to another. It 's just been

from pillar to post ever since I can

remember."

"Well," said I, "you may be sure

that you will never be sent away from

this house for sickness nor for acci-

dent. So now set your poor little

heart at rest about it."

The blue eyes looked at me with an

expression different from any I had

seen in them before. They were soft,

pretty eyes, too, now that the hair was

suffered to lie around the face, instead

of being stretched back as tightly as

possible. One good result had come
from the wood-shed catastrophe : the

high comb had been shattered into ir-

retrievable fragments. I inly deter-

mined that none like it should ever

take its place.

Since Miss Stackpole said it was im-

possible for her to remain till the return

of Uncle and Aunt Bradburn, I cannot

say that, under the circumstances, we
particularly desired her to prolong her

visit. It may be that grandmother had

too little patience with her ; certainly

they two were not congenial spirits.

However, by means of taking her to see

every relative we had in the vicinity,

we disposed of the time very satis-

factorily. She remained a few days

longer than she had intended, so that

Dorothy, who is unapproachable in iron-

ing, might do up her muslin dresses.

" I have changed my mind about

Hepsy," said she the night before she

left. " I think now it is Rhoda."
" What is Rhoda ? " asked grand-

mother.
" That has taken the coral pin."

Grandmother compressed her lips,

but her eyes spoke volumes.

"Miss Stackpole," said I, "it is true

that Rhoda has not been here long
;

still, I
- have a perfect conviction of her

honesty."

"Very amiable and generous of you

to feel so, Kate," said Miss Stackpole
;

"perhaps a few years ago, when I was
of your age, I should have thought just

the same."
" Kate is twenty next September,"

said grandmother, who could refrain

no longer. " I never forget anybody's

age. It is quite possible that she will

change in the course of twenty-five or

thirty years."

We all knew this to be throwing

down the gauntlet. Miss Stackpole

did not, however, take it up. She said

she intended to lay the circumstances,

exactly as they were, before Mrs. Per-

kinpine ; and if that lady would allow

her, she should pay for the pin. She

thought, though, it might be her duty

to talk with Rhoda
;
perhaps, even at

the eleventh hour, the girl might be
induced to give it up.

" I will take it upon me, Lucretia,"

said grandmother, " to object to your

talking with Rhoda. Even if we have

not among us penetration enough to

see that she is honest as daylight, it

does not follow that we should be ex-

cusable in doing anything to make that

forlorn orphan child less happy than

she is now. You visit about a great

deal, Lucretia. I hope, for the sake of

all your friends, that you don't every-

where scatter your suspicions broad-

cast as you have done here. I am
older than you, as you will admit, and

I have never known any good come of

unjust accusations."

After Miss Stackpole went up stairs

that night, she folded the black silk

dress she had been wearing to lay it

in her trunk ; and in doing that, she

found the missing pin on the inside

of the waist-lining, just where she had
put it herself. Then she remembered
having stuck it there one morning in

a hurry, to prevent any one being

tempted with seeing it lie around.
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And Rhoda never knew what an es-

cape she had.

11
I do wish there was something for

me to do," said Rhoda ;
" I never was

used to lying abed doing nothing. It

most tuckers me out."

"Cannot you read, Rhoda ?" I asked.

" Yes, I can read some. I can't read

words, but I can tell some of the let-

ters."

" Have you never gone to school ?

"

" No ; I always had to work. Poor

folks have got to work, you know."
" Yes, but that need not prevent your

learning to read. I can teach you my-

self; I will, if you like."

" I guess your aunt won't calculate to

get me to work for her, and then have

me spend my time learning to read.

First you know, she '11 send me off."

" She will like it perfectly well.

Grandmother is in authority here now

;

I will go and ask her." This I knew
would seem to her decisive.

" What did she say ? " said Rhoda,

rather eagerly, when I returned.

" She says yes, by all means ; and

that if you learn to read before aunt

comes home, you shall have a new
dress, and I may choose it for you."

Now it was no sinecure, teaching

Rhoda, but she won the dress,— a lilac

print, delicate and pretty enough for

any one. I undertook to make the

dress, but she accomplished a good

part of it herself. She said Miss

Reeny used to show her about sewing.

Whatever was to be done with hands

she learned with surprising quickness.

Grandmother suggested that the read-

ing lessons should be followed by a

course in writing. Before the lame-

ness was well over, Rhoda could write,

slowly indeed, yet legibly.

I carried her some roses one evening.

While putting them in water, I asked

what flowers she liked best.

" I like sweetbriers best," said she.

" I think sweetbriers are handsome in

the graveyard. I set out one over

Jinny Collins's grave. For what I

know, it is growing now."
w Who was Jinny Collins, Rhoda?"

"A girl that used to live over at the

poor-house when I did. She was
bound out to the Widow Whitmarsh,
the spring that I went to live with Mrs.

Amos Kemp. Jinny used to have sick

spells, and Mrs. W'hitmarsh wanted to

send her back to the poor-house, but

folks said she could n't, because she 'd

had her bound She and Mrs. Kemp
was neighbors ; and after Jinny got so

as to need somebody with her nights,

Mrs. Kemp used to let me go and sleep

with her, and then she could wake me
up if she wanted anything. I wanted
to go, and Jinny wanted to have me
come ; she used to say it did her lots

of good. Sometimes we 'd pretend we
was rich, and was in a great big room
with curtains to the windows. We
didn't have any candle burning,— Mrs.

Whitmarsh said there wa'n't no need

of one, and more there wa'n't. One
night we said we 'd take a ride to-

morrow or next day. We pretended

we 'd got a father, and he was real rich,

and had got a horse and wagon. Jinny

said we' d go to the store and buy us a

new white gown, — she always wanted

a white gown. By and by she said

she was real sleepy ; she did n't have

no bad coughing-spell that night, such

as she most always did. She asked

me if I did n't smell the clover-blows,

how sweet they was ; and then she

talked about white lilies, and how she

liked 'em most of anything, without it

was sweetbriers. Then she asked me
if I knew what palms was ; and she

said when she was dead she wanted

me to have her little pink chany box

that Miss Maria Elliot give her once,

when she bought some blueberries of

her. So then she dozed a little while
;

and I don't know why, but I could n't

get asleep for a good while, for all I 'd

Worked real hard that day. 1 guess

't was as much as an hour she laid

kind of still ; she never did sleep real

sound, so but what she moaned and

talked broken now and then. So by

and by she give a start, and says she,

1

I 'm all ready.' ' Ready for what,

finny,' says I. But she did n't seem

to know as I was talking to her. Savs
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she, ' I 'm all ready. I 've got on a

white gown and a palm in my hand.'

So then I knew she was wandering

like, as I 'd heard say folks did when
they was very sick ; for she had n't

any gown at all on, without you might

call Mrs. Whitmarsh's old faded cal-

ico sack one, nor nothing in her hand

neither. So pretty soon she dropped

to sleep again, and I did too. And I

slept later 'n common. The sun was

shining right into my eyes when I

opened 'em. I thought 't would trouble

Jinny, and I was just going to pin her

skirt up to the window, and I see that

she looked awful white. I put my
hand on her forehead, and it was just

as cold as a stone. So then I knew
she was dead. I never see her look so

happy like. She had the pleasantest

smile on her lips ever you see. I

did n't know as Mrs. Kemp 'd like to

have me stay, but I just brushed her

hair,— 't was real pretty hair, just a little

mite curly,— and then I run home and

told Mrs. Kemp. She said she 'd just

as lives I 'd stay over to Mrs. Whit-

marsh's as not that day, 'cause she was
going over to Woodstock shopping.

So I went back again, and Mrs. Whit-

marsh she sent me to one of the select-

men to see if she 'd got to be to the

expense of the funeral, 'cause she said

it did n't seem right, seeing she never

got much work out of Jinny, she was
always so weakly. And Mr. Robbins

he said the town would pay for the

coffin and digging the grave. That
made her real pleasant ; and I don't

know what put me up to it, but I was
real set on it that Jinny should have

on a white gown in the coffin. And I

asked Mrs. Whitmarsh if I might n't

go over to Miss Bradford's ; and she let

me, and Miss Bradford give me an old

white gown, if I 'd iron it ; and Polly

Wheelock, she was Miss Bradford's

girl, she helped me put it on to Jinny.

And then Polly got some white lilies,

and I got some sweetbrier sprigs, and
laid round her in the coffin. I 've seen
prettier coffins, but I never see no face

look so pretty as Jinny's. Mrs. Whit-
marsh had the funeral next morning.

She said she wanted to that night, so

she could put the room airing, but she

supposed folks would talk, and, besides,

they did n't get the grave dug quick

enough neither. Mrs. Kemp let me
go to the funeral. I thought they was
going to carry her over to the poor-

house burying-ground, but they did n't,

'cause 't would cost so much for a horse

and wagon. The right minister was
gone away, and the one that was there

was going off in the cars, so he had to

hurry. There wa'n't hardly anybody
there, only some men to let the coffin

down, and the sexton, and Mrs. Whit-

marsh and Polly Wheelock and I.

The minister prayed a little speck of

a prayer and went right away. I heard

Mrs. Whitmarsh telling Mrs. Kemp
she thought she 'd got out of it pretty

well, seeing she did n't expect nothing

but what she 'd got to buy the coffin,

and get the grave dug, and be to all the

expense. She said she guessed no-

body 'd catch her having another girl

bound out to her. Mrs. Kemp said

she always knew 't was a great risk,

and that was why she did n't have me
bound.

" That summer, when berries was
ripe, Mrs. Kemp let me go and pick

'em and carry 'em round to sell ; and
she said I might have a cent for every

quart I sold. I got over three dollars

that summer for myself."

" What did you do with it ?
"

" I bought some shoes, and some
yarn to knit me some stockings. I can

knit real good."

"How came you to leave Mrs.

Kemp."
" Partly 't was 'cause she did n't like

my not buying her old green shawl with

my share of the money for the ber-

ries ; and partly 'cause I got cold, and

it settled in my feet so 's I could n't

hardly go round. So she told me
she 'd concluded to have me go back

to the poor-house. If she kept a girl,

she said, she wanted one to wait on

her, and not to be waited on. She
waited two or three days to see if I

did n't get better, so as I could walk

over there ; but I did n't. And one
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day it had been raining, but it held up

awhile, and she see a neighbor riding

by, and she run out and asked him if

he could n't carry me over to the poor-

house. He said he could if she wanted

him to ; so I went. I had on my cape,

and it wa'n't very warm. She asked

me when I come away, if I wa'n't sorry

I had n't a shawl. I expect I did catch

cold. I could n't set up nor do noth-

ing for more 'n three weeks. When I

got so I could knit, my yarn was gone.

I never knew what become of it ; and

one of the women used to borrow my
shoes for her little girl, and she wore

'em out. So, come spring, I was just

where I was the year before, only lone-

somer, cause Jinny was gone."

"And did you stay there ?
"

" To the poor-house ? No ; Betty

Crosfield wanted a girl to come and
help her. She took in washing for

Mr. Furniss's hands. She said I wa'n't

strong enough to earn much, but she

would pay me in clothes. She give

me a Shaker bonnet and an old gown
that the soap had took the color out of,

and she made a tack in it, so 's it did.

And I had my cape. When straw-

berries come, the hands was most all

gone, and she let me sleep there, and

go day-times after berries, and she to

have half the pay. That 's how I got

my red calico and my shawl."
" Who made your dress, Rhoda ?

"

" Miss Reeny. I carried it over to

see if she 'd cut it out, and she said

she 'd make it if they 'd let her, and
they did. And I got her some green

tea. She used to say sometimes, she 'd

give anything for a cup of green tea,

such as her mother used to have."

" Who is Miss Reeny ?"

" A woman that lives over there.

Her father used to be a doctor ; but

he died, and she was sickly and did n't

know as she had any relations, and by

and by she had to go there. They say

over there she ain't in her right mind,

but I don't know. She was always

good to me. There was an old chair

with a cushion in it, and Miss Reeny
wanted it to sit in, 'cause her back was

lame ; but old Mrs. Pitta wanted it too,

and they used to spat it. So Miss
Holbrook come there one day to see

the place, and somebody told her about
the cushioned chair, and, if you '11 be-

lieve it, the very next day there was
one come over as good again, with

arms to it, and a cushion, and all. Miss
Holbrook sent it over to Miss Reeny.

None of 'em could n't take it away.''

" And is she there now ?
"

B Yes, she can't go nowhere else.

One night Betty Crosfield said I

need n't come there no more ; she was
going to take a boarder. Berry-time

was most over, so then I got a place to

Miss Stoney's, the milliner. She agreed

to give me twenty-five cents a week,

and I thought to be sure I should get

back my shoes and yarn now. But

one morning the teapot was cracked,

and she asked me, and I said I did n't

do it, — and I didn't ; but she said she

knew I did, because there was n't no-

body but her and me that touched it,

and she should keep my wages till they

come to a dollar and a half, because

that was what a new one would cost.

Before the teapot was paid for I did

break a glass dish. I did n't know
't would hurt it to put it in hot water

;

and everything else that was broke,

she thought I broke it. and she kej t

it out of my wages. I told her I did n't

see as she ought to ; and in the fill

she said she could n't put up with my
sauce and my breaking no longer.

Mrs. Kittredge wanted a girl, and I

went there."

" And how did you find it there ?

"

u
I think it was about the hardest

place of all. I 'd as lives go back to

the poor-house as to stay there. Sally

Kittredge used to tell things that wa'n't

true about me. She told one day that

I pushed her down. I never touched

my hand to her. But Mrs. Kittredge

got a raw hide up stairs and give it to

me awful. I should n't wonder if it

Showed now; just look."

She undid the fastening of her dress

and slipped Off the waist for me to see.

The little back — she wis very small—
was all discolored with stripes, purple,

green, and yellow. After showing me



1 866.] RJioda. 533

these bruises, she quietly fastened her

dress again.

Now there was that in Rhoda's

manner during this narration which

wrought in my mind entire conviction

of its verity. By the time of Uncle and

Aunt Bradburn's return, she was grow-

ing in favor with every one in the

house. She was gentle, patient, and

grateful.

The deftness with which she used

those small fingers suggested to me
the idea of teaching her some of the

more delicate kinds of fancy-work.

But it seemed that she required no

teaching. An opportunity given of

looking on while one was embroidering,

crocheting, or making tatting, and the

process was her own. Native tact

imparted to her at once the skill which

others attain only by long practice. As
for her fine sewing, it was exquisite ;

and in looking at it, one half regretted

the advent of the sewing-machine.

The fall days grew short ; the winter

came and went ; and in the course of it,

besides doing everything that was re-

quired of her in the household, keeping

up the reading and writing, and satis-

factory progress in arithmetic, Rhoda
had completed, at my suggestion, ten

of those little tatting collars, made of

fine thread, and rivalling in delicate

beauty the loveliest fabrics of lace.

Because a project was on foot for

Rhoda. A friend of mine going to

Boston took charge of the little pack-

age of collars, and the result was that

the proprietor of a fancy-store there

en<rao;ed to receive all of them that

might be manufactured, at the price

of three dollars each. When my friend

returned, she brought me, as the avails

of her commission, the sum of thirty

dollars.

But here arose an unexpected ob-

stacle. It was difficult to convince

Rhoda that the amount, which seemed

to her immense, was of right her own.

She comprehended it, however, at last

;

and thenceforth her skill in this and

other departments of fancy-work ob-

tained for her constant and remunera-

tive employment.

It was now a year since Rhoda came

to us, and during this time her im-

provement had been steady and rapid.

And since she had come to dress like

other girls, no one could say that she

was ill-looking ; but, as I claimed the

merit of effecting this change in her

exterior, it may be that I observed it

more than any one else. Still, I fancy

that some others were not blind.

"Where did you get those swamp-
pinks, Rhoda ? " for I detected the fine

azalia odor before I saw them.

A bright color suffused the childlike

face, quite to the roots of the hair.

" Will Bright got them when he went

after the cows. You may have some

if you want them."
" No, thank you ; it is a pity to dis-

turb them, they look so pretty just as

they are."

Troubles come to everybody. Even
Will Bright, though no one had ever

known him to be without cheerfulness

enough for half a dozen, was not wholly

exempt from ills. With all his good

sense, which was not a little, Will was

severely incredulous of the reputed

effects of poison-ivy ; and one day, by
way of maintaining his position, gath-

ered a spray of it and applied it to his

face. He was not long in finding the

vine in question an ugly customer.

His face assumed the aspect of a hor-

rible mask, and the dimensions of a

good-sized water-pail, with nothing left

of the eyes but two short, straight

marks. For once, Will had to succumb
and be well cared for.

In this state of things a letter came
to him with a foreign postmark. " I

will lay it away in your desk, Will,"

said uncle, " till you can read it your-

self; that will be in a day or two."

" If you don't mind the trouble, sir, I

should thank you to open and read it

for me. I get no letters that I am un-

willing you should see."

It was to the effect that a relative in

England had left him a bequest of five

hundred pounds, and that the amount
would be made payable to his order

wherever he should direct.
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" You will oblige me, sir, if you will

say nothing about this for the present,"

said Will, when uncle had congratulated

him.
'-

I hope we shall not lose sight of

you, Will," said uncle, who really felt a

strong liking for the young man, who
had served him faithfully three years.

" I hope not, sir," replied Will. " I

shall be glad to consult you before I

decide what use to make of this wind-

fall. At all events, I don't want to

change my quarters for the present."

About the same time, brother Ned, in

Oregon, sent me a letter which con-

tained this passage :
—

" We are partly indebted for this

splendid stroke of business to the help

of a townsman of our own ; his name is

Joseph Breck. He says he ran away

from Deacon Handy's, at fifteen years

old, because the Deacon would not send

him to school as he had agreed. Ask
uncle if he remembers Ira Breck, who
lived over at Ash Swamp, near the old

Ingersol place. He was drowned sav-

ing timber in a freshet. He left two

children, and this Joseph is the elder.

The other was a girl, her name Rhoda,

six or eight years younger than Joseph ;

she must be now, he says, not far from

sixteen or seventeen. Joe has had a

hard row to hoe, but now that he be-

gins to see daylight he wants to do

something for his sister. He is a

thoroughly honest and competent fel-

low, and we are glad enough to get

hold of him. He told me the other

night such a story as would make your

heart ache : at all events it would make
you try to ascertain something about

his sister before you write next."

I lost no time in seeking Rhoda.

"Yes," said she, in reply to my in-

quiries, "I did have a brother once.

He went off and was lost. I can just

remember him. I don't suppose I shall

ever sec him again. Folks said likely

he was drowned."
" Was his name Joseph ?

"

** It was Joe ; father used to call him

Joe."

I read to her from Ned's letter what
related to her brother.

" I 'm most afraid it's a dream." said

Rhoda after a brief silence. " Over at

the poor-house I used to have such

good dreams, and then I *d wake up
out of them. After I came here I used

to be afraid it was a dream
; but I

did n't wake out of that. Perhaps I shall

see Joe again ; who knows ?
"

From this time a change came over

Rhoda. She begged as a privilege to

learn to do everything that a woman
can do about a house.

" I do declare, Miss Kate," said Dor-

othy one day, after displaying a grand

array of freshly baked loaves, wearing

the golden-brown tint that hints at

such savory sweetness, "that girl, for

a white girl, is going to make a most

a splendid cook. I never touched this

bread, and just you see ! ain't it perfin-

diculur wonderful ?

"

Soon after, I found Rhoda. with her

dress tidily pinned out of harm's way,

standing at a barrel, and poking vigor-

ously with a stick longer than herself.

" What now, Rhoda ! what are you

doing there ?
"

" Come here and look at the soap,

Miss Kate. I made it every bit myself;

ain't it going to be beautiful ?
"

II Why do you care to do such things,

Rhoda ?
"

" I '11 tell you," in a low voice ; ''per-

haps when Joe comes home, some time

he '11 buy himself a little place ami let

me keep house for him : then I shall

want to know how to do everything."
" Rhoda, I believe you can do every-

thing already."
u No. I can't wring." looking pite-

ously from one little hand to the oth-

er. " I can iron cute, but I can't wring.

Dorothy says that is one thing I shall

have to give up, unless I can make my
hands grow. Do you suppose 1 could ?

"

" No
;
you must make Joe buy you a

wringer. Can you make butter ?

"

"0 yes, when the churning is n't

large. Likely Joe won't keep more

than one cow."

1 looked at the eager little thing,
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wondering if her hope would ever be

realized. She divined my thought, and

glanced at me wistfully. " You think

this is a dream
;
you think I shall wake

up.

"No, no," I answered; "I wonder

what Joe will think when he sees what

a mite of a sister he has. He '11 make
you stand round, Rhoda, you may be

sure of that."

" May be he is n't any larger him-

self," she responded, with a ready,

bright smile.

Brother Ned's next letter brought

the welcome tidings that he hoped to

come home the ensuing August, and

that Joseph Breck would probably come
at the same time.

June went, and July. Rhoda grew
restless ; she was no longer constantly

at work ; she began to listen nervously

for every train of cars. I was glad to

believe that the brother for whom she

held in readiness such lavish love was
deserving of it. She grew prettier every

day. The uncouth dress was gone for-

ever, the hideous bonnet burned up,

and the gay shawl made over to Miss

Reeny, who admired and coveted it.

Hepsy herself was not more faultlessly

quiet and tasteful in her attire. I was
sure that Joe, if he had eyes at all, must
be convinced that his sister was worth

coming all the way from Oregon to

see.

At last, one pleasant afternoon, there

was a step in the hall that I recognized
;

it was Ned's ! I reached him first, and
felt his dear old arms close fast about

me ; and then, for Louise's right was
stronger than mine, I gave him over to

her and the rest. My happiness, though
it half blinded me, did not prevent my
seeing a pallid little face looking ear-

nestly in from the back hall door. Then
Joe had not come ! I felt a keen pang
for Rhoda.

"Ned," said I, as soon as I could
get a word with him, "there is Joe
Breck's sister

; where is Joe ?
"

" Where is Joe ? " said Ned ;
" why,

there he is."

Sure enough, there above Rhoda's —

a good way above— was a dark, fine,

manly face, all sun-browned and beard-

ed.— " Rhoda !
" — He had stolen a

march upon her. She turned and saw
him. A swift look of glad surprise,

and the brother and sister so long sep-

arated had recognized each other. He
drew her to him and held her there

tenderly as if she were a little child.

So Joe bought " a little place," and
I believe he would fain have had his

sister Rhoda for its mistress. But then

it came out that Will Bright, that sly

fellow, had been using every bit of per-

suasion in his power to make her prom-

ise that she would keep house for him.

Nay, he had won already a conditional

promise, the proviso being, of course,

Joe's approval. Will's is not a little

place, either. With his relative's legacy

he purchased the great Wellwood nur-

sery ; and so skilled is he in its man-

agement that uncle says there is not a

more thriving man in the neighborhood.

And Rhoda, of whom he is wonder-

fully proud, is as content a little woman
as any in the land. Whenever I go to

Uncle Bradburn's,— and few summers
pass that I do not,— I make a point of

reserving time for a visit to Rhoda.

The last time I went, I encountered

Will bringing her down stairs in his

arms ; and she held in her arms, as

something too precious to be yielded to

another, what proved on inspection to

be a tiny, blue-eyed baby. It was com-
ical to see her ready, matronly ways

;

and it was touching, when you thought

of the past, to witness her quiet yet

perfect enjoyment.

And I really know of no one in the

world more heartily benevolent than

she. " You see," she says, " I knew
once what it is to need kindness ; and

now I should be worse than a heathen

if I did not help other people when I

have a chance."

I suppose Hepsy pitied Joe for his

disappointment. In any case, she has

done what she could to console him for

it. On the whole, it would be difficult

to say which is the happier wife, Hepsy
or Rhoda.
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PASSAGES FROM HAWTHORNE'S NOTE-BOOKS

XI.

CONCORD, 1843.— To sit at the

gate of Heaven, and watch per-

sons as they apply for admittance, some
gaining it, others being thrust away.

To point out the moral slavery of one

who deems himself a free man.

A stray leaf from the Book of Fate,

picked up in the street.

The streak of sunshine journeying

through the prisoner's cell,— it may be

considered as something sent from

Heaven to keep the soul alive and glad

within him. And there is something

equivalent to this sunbeam in the dark-

est circumstances ; as flowers, which fig-

uratively grew in Paradise, in the dusky

room of a poor maiden in a great city
;

the child, with its sunny smile, is a

cherub. God does not let us live any-

where or anyhow on earth without

placing something of Heaven close at

hand, by rightly using and consider-

ing which, the earthly darkness or

trouble will vanish, and all be Heaven.

When the reformation of the world

is complete, a fire shall be made of the

gallows ; and the hangman shall come
and sit clown by it in solitude and de-

spair. To him shall come the last

thief, the last drunkard, and other rep-

resentatives of past crime and vice
;

and they shall hold a dismal merry-

making, quaffing the contents of the

last brandy-bottle.

The human heart to be allegorized

as a cavern. At the entrance there is

sunshine, and flowers growing about it.

Yon step within but a short distance,

and begin to find yourself surrounded

with a terrible -loom and monsters of

divers kinds ; it seems like lull itself.

YOU arc bewildered, and wander long

without hope. At last a light strikes

upon you. You pass towards it. and
find yourself in a region that seems, in

some sort, to reproduce the flowers and
sunny beauty of the entrance, but all

perfect. These are the depths of the

heart, or of human nature, bright and
peaceful. The gloom and terror may
lie deep, but deeper still this eternal

beauty.

A man in his progress through life

may pick up various matters, — sin,

care, habit, riches, — until at last he

staggers along under a heavy burden.

To have a lifelong desire for a cer-

tain object, which shall appear to be

the one thing essential to happiness.

At last that object is attained, but

proves to be merely incidental to a

more important affair, and that affair is

the greatest evil fortune that can occur.

For instance, all through the winter I

had wished to sit in the dusk of even-

ing, by the flickering firelight, with my
wife, instead of beside a dismal stove.

At last this has come to pass ; but it

was owing to her illness.

Madame Calderon de la Barca (in

" Life in Mexico ") speaks of persons

who have been inoculated with the

venom of rattlesnakes, by pricking them

in various places with the tooth. These

persons are thus secured forever after

against the bite of any venomous rep-

tile. They have the power of calling

snakes, and feel great pleasure in play-

ing with and handling them. Their

own bite becomes poisonous to people

not inoculated in the same manner.

Tims a part of the serpent's nature ap-

pears to be transfused into them.

An auction (perhaps in Vanity Fair)

of offices, honors, and all sorts o\ things

Considered desirable by mankind, to-

gether with things eternally valuable,
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which shall be considered by most peo-

ple as worthless lumber.

An examination of wits and poets at

a police court, and they to be sentenced

by the judge to various penalties or

lines, — the house of correction, whip-

ping, etc.,— according to the moral of-

fences of which they are guilty.

A volume bound in cowhide. It

should treat of breeding cattle, or some
other coarse subject.

A young girl inhabits a family grave-

yard, that being all that remains of

rich hereditary possessions.

An interview between General Charles

Lee, of the Revolution, and his sister,

the foundress and mother of the sect

of Shakers.

For a sketch for a child : — the life

of a city dove, or perhaps of a flock

of doves, flying about the streets, and
sometimes alighting on church steeples,

on the eaves of lofty houses, etc.

The greater picturesqueness and re-

ality of back courts, and everything ap-

pertaining to the rear of a house, as

compared with the front, which is fit-

ted up for the public eye. There is

much to be learned always, by getting a

glimpse at rears. Where the direction

of a road has been altered, so as to pass

the rear of farm-houses instead of the

front, a very noticeable aspect is pre-

sented.

A sketch : — the devouring of old

country residences by the overgrown
monster of a city. For instance, Mr.
Beekmaivs ancestral residence was
originally several miles from the city

of New York ; but the pavements kept
creeping nearer and nearer, till now the

house is removed, and a street runs di-

rectly through what was once its hall.

An essay on various kinds of death,

together with the just before and just

after.

vol. xviii. — xo. 109. 35

The majesty of death to be exem-
plified in a beggar, who, after being

seen, humble and cringing, in the streets

of a city for many years, at length, bv
some means or other, gets admittance

into a rich man's mansion, and there

dies, assuming state and striking awe
into the breasts of those who had looked

down on him.

To write a dream, which shall re-

semble the real course of a dream, with

all its inconsistency, its strange trans-

formations, which are all taken as a

matter of course, its eccentricities and
aimlessness, with nevertheless a leading

idea running through the whole. Up to

this old age of the world, no such thing

ever has been written.

To allegorize life with a masquerade,

and represent mankind generally as

masquers. Here and there a natural

face may appear.

With an emblematical divining-rod.

to seek for emblematic gold,— that is,

for truth,— for what of Heaven is left

on earth.

A task for a subjugated fiend : — to

gather up all the fallen autumnal leaves

of a forest, assort them, and affix each
one to the twig where it originally grew.

A vision of Grub Street forming an

allegory of the literary world.

The emerging from their lurking-

places of evil characters on some occa-

sion suited to their action, they having

been quite unknown to the world hith-

erto. For instance, the French Revolu-

tion brought out such wretches.

The advantage of a longer life than

is now allotted to mortals, — the many
things that might then be accomplished,

to which one lifetime is inadequate, and
for which the time spent seems there-

fore lost, a successor being unable to

take up the task where we drop it.

George I. had promised the Duchess
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of Kendall, his mistress, that, if possi-

ble, he would pay her a visit after death.

Accordingly, a large raven flew into the

window of her villa at Isleworth. She

believed it to be his soul, and treated

it ever after with all respect and ten-

derness, till either she or the bird died.

The history of an almshouse in a

country village, from the era of its foun-

dation downward, — a record of the re-

markable occupants of it, and extracts

from interesting portions of its annals.

The rich of one generation might, in

the next, seek for a house there, either

in their own persons or in those of their

representatives. Perhaps the son and

heir of the founder might have no bet-

ter refuge. There should be occasional

sunshine let into the story ; for instance,

the good fortune of some nameless in-

fant, educated there, and discovered

finally to be the child of wealthy par-

ents.

Pearl, the English of Margaret,— a

pretty name for a girl in a story.

The conversation of the steeples of a

city, when their bells are ringing on

Sunday,— Calvinist, Episcopalian, Uni-

tarian, etc.

Allston's picture of " IJelshazzar's

Feast,*'— with reference to the advan-

tages or otherwise of having life as-

sured to lis till we could finish impor-

tan! tasks on which we might be en-

I

ed.

Visits to castles in the air, — Cha-

teaux en E • .. -with remarks

on that sort of architecture.
«•

To consider a pie: • of gold as a sort

i talisman, or as containing within it-

self all the forms . i ment that it

( •, .so that they mi ;ht ap-

l
r, by some fantastical chemic pro-

'!'< personify If, But,And,Though, etc.

A man

but seeks it in the wrong spirit and in

a wrong way. and finds something hor-

rible ; as, for instance, he seeks for

treasure, and finds a dead bodv ; for the

gold that somebody has hidden, and
brings to light his accumulated sins.

An auction of second-hands,— thus

moralizing how the fashion of this world

passeth away.

Xoted people in a town.— as the

town-crier, the old fruit-man, the con-

stable, the oyster-seller, the fish-n

the scissors-grinder, etc.

The magic ray of sunshine for a

child's story,— the sunshine circling

round through a prisoner's cell, from

his high and narrow window. He keeps

his soul alive and cheerful by means of

it, it typifying cheerfulness ; and when
he is released, he takes up the ray of

sunshine, and carries it away with him,

and it enables him to discover treas-

ures all over the world, in places where

nobody else would think of looking for

them.

A young man finds a portion of the

skeleton of a mammoth : he begins by
degrees to become interested in com-

pleting it ; searches round the w
for the means of doing so ; spends \

and manhood in the pursuit ; and in old

age has nothing to show for his life but

this skeleton of a mammoth.

For a child's sketch : — a meeting

with all the personages mentione

Mother ( rOO >e's I

juvenile stories.

Great expectation to be i

in the allegorical Grub Streel of the

great American writer. Or a search-

warrant to be sent thither to catch .1

On the former supposition, he

discovered under some I

unlikely form, or shall be supposed I
>

\ lived and died unrecogniz I

An old man 1o promise a vouth a

ure of gold, and t<> :. his prom-
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ise by teaching him practically a golden

rule.

A valuable jewel to be buried in the

grave of a beloved person, or thrown

over with a corpse at sea, or deposited

under the foundation-stone of an edi-

fice,— and to be afterwards met with

by the former owner, in some one's

possession.

A noted gambler had acquired such

self-command that, in the most des-

perate circumstances of his game, no

change of feature ever betrayed him

;

only there was a slight scar upon his

forehead, which at such moments as-

sumed a deep blood-red hue. Thus,

in playing at brag, for instance, his

antagonist could judge from this index

when he had a bad hand. At last, dis-

covering what it was that betrayed him,

he covered the scar with a green silk

shade.

A dream the other night, that the

world had become dissatisfied with the

inaccurate manner in which facts are

reported, and had employed me, with

a salary of a thousand dollars, to relate

things of public importance exactly as

they happen.

A person who has all the qualities

of a friend, except that he invariably

fails you at the pinch.

Concord, July 27, 1844. — To sit

down in a solitary place or a busy and
bustling one, if you please, and await

such little events as may happen, or

observe such noticeable points as the

eyes foil upon around you. For in-

stance, I sat down to-day, at about ten

o'clock in the forenoon, in Sleepy Hol-

low, a shallow space scooped out among
the woods, which surround it on all

sides, it being pretty nearly circular or

oval, and perhaps four or five hundred
yards in diameter. At the present sea-

son, a thriving field of Indian corn, now
in its most perfect growth and tasselled

out, occupies nearly half of the hollow ;

and it is like the lap of bounteous Na-

ture, filled with breadstuff. On one
verge of this hollow, skirting it, is a

terraced pathway, broad enough for a

wheel-track, overshadowed with oaks,

stretching their long, knotted, rude,

rough arms between earth and sky
;

the gray skeletons, as you look up-

ward, are strikingly prominent amid
the green foliage. Likewise, there are

chestnuts, growing up in a more r< vi-

lar and pyramidal shape ; white pines,

also ; and a shrubbery composed of the

shoots of all these trees, overspreading

and softening the bank on which the

parent stems are growing, these latter

being intermingled with coarse grass.

Observe the pathway ; it is strewn

over with little bits of dry twigs and
decayed branches, and the sear and
brown oak-leaves of last year, that have

been moistened by snow and rain, and
whirled about by harsh and gentle

winds, since their verdure has departed.

The needle-like leaves of the pine that

are never noticed in falling— that fall,

yet never leave the tree bare — are

likewise on the path ; and with these

are pebbles, the remains of what was
once a gravelled surface, but which the

soil accumulating from the decay of

leaves, and washing down from the

bank, has now almost covered. The
sunshine comes down on the pathway,

with the bright glow of noon, at cer-

tain points ; in other places, there is a

shadow as deep as the glow ; but along

the greater portion sunshine glimmers

through shadow, and shadow effaces

sunshine, imaging that pleasant mood
of mind when gayety and pensiveness

intermingle. A bird is chirping over-

head among the branches, but exactly

whereabout you seek in vain to de-

termine ; indeed, you hear the rustle

of the leaves, as he continually changes

his position. A little sparrow, how-

ever, hops into view, alighting on the

slenderest twigs, and seemingly delight-

ing in the swinging and heaving motion

which his slight substance communi-

cates to them ; but he is not the loqua-

cious bird, whose voice still comes,

eager and busy, from his hidden where-

about. Insects are flutterins: around.
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The cheerful, sunny hum of the flies

is altogether summer-like, and so glad-

some that you pardon them their in-

trusiveness and impertinence, which

continually impel them to fly against

your face, to alight upon your hands,

and to buzz in your very ear, as if they

wished to get into your head, among
your most secret thoughts. In truth,

a fly is the most impertinent and in-

delicate thing in creation, — the very

type and moral of human spirits with

whom one occasionally meets, and who,

perhaps, after an existence trouble-

some and vexatious to ail with whom
they come in contact, have been

doomed to reappear in this congenial

shape. Here is one intent upon alight-

ing on my nose. In a room, now,— in

a human habitation, — I could find in

my conscience to put him to death
;

but here we have intruded upon his

own domain, which he holds in com-

mon with all other children of earth

and air ; and we have no right to slay

him on his own ground. Now wc
look about us more minutely, and ob-

serve that the acorn-cups of last year arc

strewn plentifully on the bank and on

the path. There is always pleasure in

examining an acorn-cup, — perhaps as-

sociated with fairy banquets, where they

were said to compose the table-service.

Here, too, arc those balls which grow

as excrescences on the leaves of the

oak, and which young kittens love so

well to play with, rolling them over the

carpet. We see mosses, likewise, grow-

ing on the banks, in as great variety

as the trees of the wood. And how
strange is the gradual process with

which we detect objects that are right

before the eyes ! Here now are whor-

tleberries, ripe and black, growing ac-

tually within reach of my hand, yet

unseen till this moment. Were we to

sit here all day, — a week, a month, and

doubtless a lifetime, — objects would

thus still be presenting themselves as

new, though there would seem to be no

reason why wc should not have de-

tected them all at the first moment.
Now a cat-bird is mewing at no great

distance. Then the shadow of a bird

flits across a sunny spot. There is a

peculiar impressiveness in this mode
of being made acquainted with the

flight of a bird ; it impresses the mind
more than if the eye had actually seen

it. As wc look round to catch a

glimpse of the winged creature, we
behold the living blue of the sky, and
the brilliant disk of the sun, broken
and made tolerable to the eye by die

intervening foliage. Now, when you
are not thinking of it, the fragrance of

the white pines is suddenly wafted to

you by a slight, almost imperceptible

breeze, which has begun to stir. Now
the breeze is the softest sigh imagina-

ble, yet with a spiritual potency, inso-

much that it seems to penetrate, with

its mild, ethereal coolness, through the

outward clay, and breathe upon the

spirit itself, which shivers with gentle

delight. Now the breeze strengthens

so much as to shake all the leaves,

making them rustle sharply ; but it

has lost its most ethereal power.

And now, again, the shadows of the

boughs lie as motionless as if they

were painted on the pathway. Now,
in the stillness, is heard the long, mel-

ancholy note of a bird, complaining

above of some wrong or sorrow that

man, or her own kind, or the immitiga-

ble doom of mortal affairs, has inflicted

upon her, the complaining, but unre-

sisting sufferer. And now, all of a sud-

den, we hear the sharp, shrill chirrup

of a red squirrel, angry, it seems, with

somebody — perhaps with ourselves

— for having intruded into what he is

pleased to consider his own domain.

And hark ! terrible to the ear, here is

the minute but intense hum oi a mos-

quito. Instinct prevails Over all senti-

ment
; we crush him at once, and there

is his grim and grisly corpse, the Ugli-

est object in nature. This incident has

disturbed our tranquillity. In truth.

the whole insect tribe, so far as we

can judge, are made more for them-

selves, and less for man, than any

other portion of creation. With such

reflections, we look at a swarm o(

them, peopling, indeed, the whole air.

but only visible when they flash into
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the sunshine, and annihilated out of which by and by will be those small

visible existence when they dart into

a region of shadow, to be again repro-

duced as suddenly. Now we hear the

striking of the village clock, distant, but

yet so near that each stroke is distinct-

ly impressed upon the air. This is a

sound that does not disturb the repose

of the scene ; it does not break our Sab-

bath, — for like a Sabbath seems this

place, — and the more so, on account

of the cornfield rustling at our feet. It

tells of human labor; but being; so

things with smoke in them which

children call puff-balls. Is there noth-

ing else ? Yes ; here is a whole colony

of little ant-hills, — a real village of

them. They are round hillocks, formed

of minute particles of gravel, with an
entrance in the centre, and through

some of them blades of grass or small

shrubs have sprouted up, producing- an

effect not unlike trees that overshadow

a homestead. Here is a type of do-

mestic industry, — perhaps, too, some-

solitary now, it seems as if it were so thing of municipal institutions, — per-

on account of the sacredness of the

Sabbath. Yet it is not ; for we hear

at a distance mowers whetting their

scythes ; but these sounds of labor,

when at a proper remoteness, do but

haps likewise — who knows ? — the

very model of a community, which

Fourierites and others are stumbling

in pursuit of. Possibly the student

of such philosophies should go to the

increase the quiet of one who lies at ant, and find that Nature has given

his ease, all' in a mist of his own mus-
ings. There is the tinkling of a cow-

bell,— a noise how peevishly discord-

ant were it close at hand, but even

musical now. But hark ! there is the

whistle of the locomotive, — the long-

shriek, heard above all other harsh-

him his lesson there. Meantime, like

a malevolent genius, I drop a few grains

of sand into the entrance of one of these

dwellings, and thus quite obliterate it.

And behold, here comes one of the in-

habitants, who has been abroad upon

some public or private business, or

ness ; for the space of a mile cannot perhaps to enjoy a fantastic walk, and
mollify it into harmony. It tells a sto- cannot any longer find his own door.

ry of busy men, citizens from the hot What surprise, what hurry, what con-

street, who have come to spend a day fusion of mind are expressed in all

in a country village,— men of business, his movements! How inexplicable

— in short, of all unquietness ; and no to him must be the agency that has
wonder that it gives such a startling effected this mischief ! The incident

scream, since it brings the noisy world will probably be long remembered in

into the midst of our slumberous peace, the annals of the ant-colony, and be
As our thoughts repose again after this talked of in the winter days, when they
interruption, we find ourselves gazing are making merry over their hoarded
up at the leaves, and comparing their provisions. But now it is time to

different aspects, — the beautiful diver-

sity of green, as the sun is diffused

through them as a medium, or reflected

from their glossy surface. We see,

too, here and there, dead, leafless

branches, which we had no more been
aware of before than if they had as-

move. The sun has shifted his posi-

tion, and has found a vacant space

through the branches, by means of

which he levels his rays full upon
my head. Yet now, as I arise, a

cloud has come across him, and makes
everything gently sombre in an instant.

sumed this old and dry decay since Many clouds, voluminous and heavy,
we sat down upon the bank. Look
at our feet ; and here, likewise, are ob-

jects as good as new. There are two
little round, white fungi, which proba-

bly sprung from the ground in the

course of last night, — curious pro-

ductions, of the mushroom tribe, and

are scattered about the sky, like the

shattered ruins of a dreamer's Uto-

pia; but I will not send my thoughts

thitherward now. nor take one of them
into my present observations.

And now how narrow, scanty, and
meagre is the record of observations,
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compared with the immensity that was it should be wicked in whatever kind

to be observed within the bounds which and degree, and only desiring to study

I prescribed to myself ! How shallow

and thin a stream of thought, too, —
of distinct and expressed thought, —
compared with the broad tide of dim

emotions, ideas, associations, which

e flowing through the haunted re-

gions of imagination, intellect, and

anient, — sometimes excited by

what was around me, sometimes with

no perceptible connection with them !

When we see how little we can ex-

press, it is a wonder that any man
ever takes up a pen a second time.

To find all sorts of ridiculous em-

ployments for people that have noth-

ing better to do ; — as to comb out the

cows' tails, shave goats, hoard up seeds

of weeds, etc., etc.

The baby, the other day, tried to

grasp a handful of sunshine. She also

grasps at the shadows of things in

candle-light.

To typify our mature review of our

early projects and delusions, by repre-

senting a person as wandering, in man-
hood, through and among the various

castles in the air that he had reared

in his youth, and describing how they

look to him, — their dilapidation, etc.

it out. Would not this, in other words,

be the separation of the intellect from

the heart ?

There are some faces that have no
more expression in them than any
other part of the body. The hand of

one person may express more than the

face of another.

An ugly person with tact may make
a bad face and figure pass very tolera-

bly, and more than tolerably. Ugliness

without tact is horrible. It ought to

be lawful to extirpate such wretches.

To represent the influence which

dead men have among living affairs.

For instance, a dead man controls the

disposition of wealth ; a dead man sits

on the judgment-seat, and the living

judges do but repeat his decisions

;

dead men's opinions in ail things con-

trol the living truth ; we believe in

dead men's religions ; we laugh at dead

men's jokes ; we cry at deafi men's

pathos ; everywhere, and in all mat-

ters, dead men tyrannize inexorably

over us.

When the heart is full of care, or

the mind much occupied, the summer

Possibly some small portion of these and the sunshine and the moonlight

structures may have a certain reality, are but a gleam and glimmer.—-a vague

and suffice him to build a humble

lling in which to pass his life.

dream, which does not come within us,

but only makes itself imperfectly per-

ceptible on the outside of us.

The search of an investigator for the

lardonable sin : he at la ids it in

his own heart and practice.

Biographies of eminent

merchants, — it wou
to have a great circulation in our com-

mercial country. If successful, there

might b ad volume of eminent

foreign m r< h mts, - it had

better be adapted to the rapacity of

The unpardonable sin might consist young clerks and apprentices.

in a want of love and reverence for the

The trees r I
in the river; —

arc unconsci iritual

world so near them. So arc we.

oul ; in consequeni hich,

the inv •:' pried into its d

. - not with a hope or

<>" making ii better, but from a cold.

-hical curiosity,— content that

For t!: ; collection :
— Al-

nder's copy • Iliad, enclosed

in the jewelled I kct of Pains, still

fragrant with the perfumes Darius kept

in it. .Also the pen with which 1



1 866.] Passages from Hawthorne's Note-Books. 543

signed away his salvation, with the

drop of blood dried in it.

October 13, 1S44.— This morning, af-

ter a heavy hoar-frost, the leaves, at

sunrise, were falling from the trees in

our avenue without a breath of wind,

quietly descending by their own weight.

In an hour or two after, the ground was

strewn with them ; and the trees are

almost bare, with the exception of two

or three poplars, which are still green.

The apple and pear trees are still green

;

so is the willow. The first severe

frosts came at least a fortnight ago,

— more, if I mistake not.

Sketch of a person, who, by strength

of character or assistant circumstances,

has reduced another to absolute slavery

and dependence on him. Then show
that the person who appeared to be

the master must inevitably be at least

as much a slave as the other, if not

more so. All slavery is reciprocal, on
the supposition most favorable to the

masters.

Persons who write about themselves

and their feelings, as Byron did, may
be said to serve up their own hearts,

duly spiced, and with brain-sauce out

of their own heads, as a repast for the

public.

To represent a man in the midst

of all sorts of cares and annoyances,

with impossibilities to perform, and
driven almost distracted by his inade-

quacy- Then quietly comes Death, and
releases him from all his troubles ; and
he smiles, and congratulates himself on
escaping so easily.

What if it should be discovered to

be all a mistake, that people, who were
supposed to have died lone: a^o, are

really dead ? Byron to be still living,

a man of sixty ; Burns, too, in ex-

treme old age ; Bonaparte likewise
;

and many other distinguished men,
whose lives might have extended to

these limits. Then the private ac-

quaintances, friends, enemies, wives,

taken to be dead, to be all really living

in this world. The machinery might

be a person's being persuaded to be-

lieve that he had been mad ; or having

dwelt many years on a desolate island;

or having been in the heart of Africa

or China; and a friend amuses himself

with giving this account. Or some trav-

eller from Europe shall thus correct

popular errors.

The life of a woman, who, by the

old Colony law, was condemned to

wear always the letter A sewed on her

garment in token of her sin.

To make literal pictures of figurative

expressions. For instance, he burse into

tears, — a man suddenly turned into a

shower of briny drops. An explosion

of laughter,— a man blowing up, and

his fragments flying about on all sides.

He cast his eyes upon the ground,— a

man standing eyeless, with his eyes

thrown down, and staring up at him in

wonderment, etc., etc., etc.

An uneducated countryman, suppos-

ing he had a live frog in his stomach,

applied himself to the study of medi-

cine, in order to find a cure, and so

became a profound physician. Thus
some misfortune, physical or moral,

may be the means of educating and

elevating us.

Concord, March 12, 1845. — Last

night was very cold, and bright star-

light
;

yet there was a mist or fog-

diffused all over the landscape, lying

close to the ground, and extending

upwards, probably not much above the

tops of the trees. This fog was crys-

tallized by the severe frost ; and its

little feathery crystals covered all the

branches and smallest twigs of trees

and shrubs ; so that, this morning, at

first sight, it appeared as if they were

covered with snow. On closer exami-

nation, however, these most delicate

feathers appeared shooting out in all di-

rections from the branches,— above as

well as beneath,— and looking, not as

if they had been attached, but had been
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put forth by the plant,— a new kind of

foliage. It is impossible to describe

the exquisite beauty of the effect, when
close to the eye ; and even at a dis-

tance this delicate appearance was not

lost, but imparted a graceful, evanes-

cent aspect to great trees, perhaps a

ouarter of a mile off, making them look

like immense plumes, or something that

would vanish at a breath. The so-

much admired sight of icy trees cannot

compare with it in point of grace, deli-

cacy, and beauty ; and, moreover, there

is a life and animation in this, not to

be found in the other. It was to be

seen in its greatest perfection at sun-

rise, or shortly after ; for the slightest

warmth impaired the minute beauty

of the frost-feathers, and the general

effect. But in the first sunshine, and

while there was still a partial mist hov-

ering around the hill and along the

river, while some of the trees were lit

up with an illumination that did not

shine,— that is to say, glitter,— but was

not less bright than if it had glittered,

while other portions of the scene were

partly obscured, but not gloomy, — on

the contrary, very cheerful, — it was a

picture that never can be painted nor

described, nor. I fear, remembered with

any accuracy, so magical was its light

and shade, while at the same time the

earth and everything upon it were

white ; for the ground is entirely cov-

ered by yesterday's snow-storm.

Already, before eleven o'clock, these

feathery crystals have vanished, partly

through the warmth of the sun, and
partly by gentle breaths of wind ; for

so slight was their hold upon the twigs

that the least motion, or thought al-

most, sufficed to bring them floating

down, like a little snow-storm, to the

ground. In fact, the fog, I suppose,

was a cloud of snow, and would have

scattered down upon us, had it been

at the usual height above the earth.

All the above description is most
unsatisfactory.

ON TRANSLATING THE DIVINA COMMED1A.

H
And

Ah

Wha

FOURTH SONNET.

OW strange the sculptures that adorn these towers !

This crowd of statues, in whose folded sleeves

Birds build their nests ; while canopied with leaves

Parvis and portal bloom like trellised bowers,

the vast minster seems a cross of flowers!

But fiends and dragons from the gargoyled eaves

Watch the dead Christ between the living thiev< .

And underneath the traitor Judas lowers!

from what agonies of heart and brain,

What exultations trampling on despair.

What tenderness, what tears, what hate of wron .

t passionate outcry of a soul in pain,

Uprose this poem of the earth and air,

This mediaeval miracle ofsoner!
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FIVE HUNDRED YEARS AGO.

WE who enjoy the fruits of civil

and religious liberty as our daily

food, reaping the harvest we did not

sow, seldom give a thought to those

who in the dim past prepared the

ground and scattered the seed that has

yielded such plenteous return. If occa-

sionally we peer into the gloom of by-

gone centuries, some stalwart form, like

that of Luther, arrests our backward

glance, and all beyond is dark and void.

But generations before Martin Luther

the work for the harvest of coming ages

was begun. Humble but earnest men,

with such rude aids as they possessed,

were toiling to clear away the dense

underbrush of ignorance and super-

stition, and let the light of the sun in

on the stagnant swamp ; struggling to

plough up the stony soil that centuries

of oppression had made hard and bar-

ren ; scattering seed that the sun would

scorch and the birds of the air devour
;

and dying without seeing a green blade

to reward them with the hope that their

toils were not in vain.

But their labors were not lost. The
soil thus prepared by the painful and

unrequited toil of those who had gone

down to obscure graves, sorrowing and

hopeless, offered less obstruction to the

strong arms and better appliances of

the reformers of a later day. Of the

seed scattered by the early sowers, a

grain found here and there a sheltering

crevice, and struggled into life, bearing

fruit that in the succession of years in-

creased and multiplied until thousands

were fed and strengthened by its har-

vest.

The military history of the reign of

the third Edward of England is illumi-

nated with such a blaze of glory, that

the dazzled eye can with difficulty dis-

tinguish the dark background of its

domestic life. Cressy and Poitiers

carried the military fame of England
throughout the world, and struck terror

into her enemies ; but at home dwelt

turbulence, corruption, rapine, and mis-

ery. The barons quarrelled and fought

among themselves. The clergy wal-

lowed in a sty of corruption and de-

bauchery. The laboring classes were

sunk in ignorance and hopeless misery.

It was the dark hour that precedes the

first glimmer of dawn.

Poitiers was won in 1356. Four

years the French king remained in hon-

orable captivity in England. Then
came the treaty of Bretigny, which re-

leased King John and terminated the

war. The great nobles, with their armies

of lesser knights and swarms of men-

at-arms, returned to England, viewed

with secret and well-founded distrust

by the industrious and laboring classes

along their homeward route. The no-

bles established themselves in their cas-

tles, immediately surrounded by swarms
of reckless men, habituated by years of

war to deeds oflawlessness and violence,

and having subject to their summons
feudatory knights, each of whom had
his own band of turbulent retainers.

With such elements of discord, it was
impossible for good order long to be

maintained. The nobles quarrelled,

and their retainers were not backward
in taking up the quarrel. The feuda-

tory knights had disagreements among
themselves, and carried on petty war
against each other. Confederated bands

of lawless men traversed the country,

seizing property wherever it could be

found, outraging women, taking prison-

ers and ransoming them, and making

war against all who opposed their pro-

gress or were personally obnoxious to

them. Castles and estates were seized

and held on some imaginary claim. It

was in vain to appeal to the laws. Jus-

tice was powerless to correct abuses or

aid the oppressed. Powerful barons

gave countenance to the marauders,

that their services might be secured in

the event of a quarrel with their neigh-

bors ; nor did they hesitate to share

in the booty. Might everywhere tri-

umphed over right, and the " law of the
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strong arm " superseded the ordinances

of the civil power.

The condition of the Church was no

better than that of the State. Fraud,

corruption, and oppression sat in high

places in both. The prelates had their

irms of armed retainers, and ruled

ir flocks with the sword as well as

the crosier. The monasteries, with but

.. exceptions, were the haunts of ex-

travagance and sensuality, instead of

the abodes of self-denying virtue and

learning. The portly abbot, his black

robe edged with costly fur and clasped

with a silver girdle, his peaked shoes

in the height of the fashion, and wear-

ing a handsomely ornamented dagger

or hunting-knife, rode out accompanied

by a pack of trained hunting-dogs, the

golden bells on his bridleo
" Gingeling in the whistling wind as clear

And eke as loud as doth the chapel bell."

The monks who were unable to indulge

their taste for the chase sought recom-

pense in unrestrained indulgence at the

table. The land was overspread with

an innumerable swarm of begging friars,

who fawned on the great, flattered the

wealthy, and despoiled the poor. An-

other class traversed the country, sell-

ing pardons " come from Rome all hot,"

and extolling the virtues of their relics

and the power of their indulgences with

the eloquence of a quack vending Ins

nostrums. Bishops held civil offices

under the king, and priests acted as

steward.-; in great men's houses. Si-

mony possessed the Church, and the

ministers of religion again sold their

[a iter for silver.

The domestic and social life of the

her (lasses of society in the lasl half

o! the fourteenth century can be dclin-

. with a fair approach to exact-

. rom the detached hints scattered

1: such old romances and poems
oi thai period as the diligent labors

of zealous antiquaries have brought to

light.

The residences of all the 'Meat and

possessed one genera] charac-

'i
' .<

< c; ii .il
| oint and most im-

ure was the great hail, ad-

joining which in most houses a "par-

lour," or talking-room, had recently

been built. A principal chamber for

the ladies of the household was gen-
erally placed on the ground-floor, with
an upper chamber, or " soler,

v
over it.

In the larger establishments additional

chambers had been clustered around the

main building, increasing in number
with the wants of the household. The
castles and fortified buildings varied a

little in outward construction from the

ordinary manorial residences, but the

same general arrangement of the inte-

rior existed. A few of the stronger and
more important buildings were of stone

;

but the larger proportion were of tim-

ber, or timber and stone combined.

The great hall was the most impor-

tant part of the establishment. Here
the general business of the household

was transacted, the meals served, stran-

gers received, audiences granted, and
what may be termed the public life of

the family carried on. It was also the

general rendezvous of the servants and
retainers, who lounged about it when
duty or pleasure did not call them to

the other offices or to the field. In the

evening they gathered around the fire,

built in an iron grate standing in the

middle of the room ; for as yetchimneys
were a luxury confined to the princi-

pal chamber. The few remaining h; Us

of tins period that have not been re-

modelled in succeeding ages present

no trace of a fireplace or chimney. At

night the male servants and men-at-

arms stretched themselves to sleep on

the benches along its sides, or on the

rush-covered floor.

The floor at the upper end was raised,

forming the dais, or place of honor.

On this, Stretching nearly from side to

side, was the "tal > \ed

table, with a "s< ttle," i r bench with a

back, between it and the w.dl. On the

lower floor, and extending lengthwise

on each side down the hall, stood long

1 enches for the use i
I the servants and

retainers. At meal-times, in front of

were placed the U mporary tal

o." loose 1 ported on trestl

At the upper end w.. lipboard, OX

.

." for the
;

... d rurnil
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of the tabic. In the halls of the greater

nobles, on important occasions, tapes-

try or curtains were hung on the walls,

or at least on that portion of the wall

next the dais, and still more rarely a

carpet was used for that part of the

floor,— rushes or bare tiles being more

general. A perch for hawks, and the

grate of burning wood, sending its

smoke up to the blackened open roof,

completed the picture of the hall of a

lai*2.e establishment in the fourteenth

century.

The " parlour," or talking-room, as

its name imports, was used chiefly for

conferences, and for such business as

required more privacy than was at-

tainable in the hall, but was unsuited

to the domestic character of the cham-

ber.

After the hall, the most important

feature of the building was the princi-

pal chamber. Here the domestic life

of the family was carried on. Here the

ladies of the household spent their time

when not at meals or engaged in out-

door sports and pastimes. The furni-

ture of this room was more complete

than that of the other parts of the build-

ing, but was still rude and scanty when
judged by modern wants. The bed

was of massive proportions and fre-

quently of ornamental character. A
truckle-bed for the children or chamber

servants was pushed under the princi-

pal bed by day. At the foot of the lat-

ter stood the huge "hutch," or chest,

in which were deposited for safety the

family plate and valuables. Two or

three stools and large chairs, with a

perch or bar on which to hang gar-

ments, completed the usual furniture of

the chamber.

In this room was one important fea-

ture not found in the others, and which
accounted for the. increasing attachment

manifested towards it. The fire, in-

stead of being placed in an iron grate

or brazier in the middle of the room,

burned merrily on the hearth ; and the

smoke, instead of seeking its exit by
the window, was carried up a chimney
of generous proportions.

The household day commenced early.

The members of the family arose from

the beds where they had slept in the

garments worn by our first parents be-

fore the fall ; for the effeminacy of sleep-

ing in night-dresses had not yet been

introduced, and it was only the exces-

sively poor that made the clothes worn
during the day serve in lieu of blan-

kets and coverlets.

' ' I have but one whole hater,'* quoth Hauhyn ;

' 1 am the less to blame,

Though it be soiled and seldom clean :

I sleep therein of nights.'
"

Breakfast was served about six

o'clock. It is difficult to get an exact

description of the customs of the break-

fast-table, or the nature of the meal, as

the contemporary writers make little al-

lusion to it. Probably it was but a slight

repast, to allay the cravings of appe-

tite until the great meal of the day was

served. Until within a few years of the

period of which we write, the dinner-

hour was so early that but little food

was taken before that time.

Dinner was then, as now, the princi-

pal meal of the English day. In the

houses of the great it was conducted

with much ceremony ; and among the

richer classes certain well-established

rules of courtesy in relation to the

meal were observed. The family and
their guests entered the great hall

about ten o'clock. They were met
by a domestic, bearing a pitcher and
basin, and his assistant, with a towel.

Water was poured on the hands of

each person, and the ablutions careful-

ly performed ; scrupulous cleanliness

in this respect being required, from

the fact that forks were as yet things

undreamed of. The principal guests

took their seats at the " table dor-

mant," on the dais, the person of high-

est rank having the middle seat, —
which was consequently at the head of

the hall, — and the others being ar-

ranged according to their respective

rank.

At the side-tables, below the dais, sat

the inferior members of the household,

with the guests of lesser note,— these

also arranged with careful regard to

* Garment.
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rank and position. The beggar or

poor wayfarer who was admitted to a

humble share of the feast crouched

on the rush.es among the dogs who lay

awaiting the bones and relics of the

repast, and thankfully fed, like Lazarus,

on " the crumbs that fell from the rich

man's table."

The guests being seated, the busy

servitors hastened to cover the table

with a "fair white linen cloth.,"' of un-

sullied purity ; and on it were placed

the salt-cellars of massive silver, the

spoons and knives ; next the bread,

and then the wine, poured with great

ceremony into the drinking-cups by
the cupbearer. The silver vessels

were brought from the "dresser," and

arranged on the table, the display be-

ing proportioned to the wealth and

condition of the host and the consid-

eration to be paid to the guests. The
head cook and his assistants entered in

procession, bearing the dishes in n -

ular order, and deposited them on the

table with due solemnity. The pottage

was first served, and when this course

was eaten, the vessels and spoons

were removed. The carver performed

his office on the meats, holding the

joint, according to the traditions of

his order, carefully with the thumb and

first two fingers of his left hand, whilst

he carved. The pieces were placed

on ;i trenchers " or slices of bread, and

handed to the guests, who made no

scruple of freely using their fingers.

The bones and refuse of the food were

placed on the table, or thrown to the

dogs.

The people of that day were not in-

sensible to the pleasures of the table
;

and, unless urgent matters called them

to the field or the council, dinner was

enjoyed with leisurely deliberation. In

gr< il houses of hospitable reputation,

the great hall at the hour of meals

was open to all comers. The travel-

ler who found himself at its door was

admitted, and received position and

fi
' according to his condition. The

minstr< Is that wandered over the coun-

try in greal numbers were always wel-

•, and were well supplied with I

and drink, and received liberal gifts for

their songs and the loner romances ofo
love and chivalry which they recited to

music. Not unfrequently satirical songs

were sung, or the minstrel narrated sto-

ries in which the humor was of a coarser

nature than would now be tolerated in

the presence of ladies, but which in that

day were listened to without a blush.

Dinner ended, the vessels and uncon-
sumed meats were removed, the table-

cloths gathered up, and the relics of the

feast thrown on the floor for the doers

to devour. The side-tables were re-

moved from their trestles and piled in

a corner, and the hall cleared for the

entertainments that frequently followed

the dinner. These consisted of feats

of conjuring by the " joculators," bal-

ancing and tuimbling by the women
who wandered about seeking a liveli-

hood by such means, or dancing by
the ladies of the household and their

gUC:

The feast and its succeeding amuse-
ments disposed of, the ladies either

shared in the out-door sports and
games, of which there were many in

which women could take part, or they

retired to the chamber, where, seated

in low chairs or in the recessed win-

dows, thev engaged in making the

needle-work pictures that adorned the

tapestry, listening the while to the

love - romances narrated by the min-

strel who had been invited for the

purpose, or gave willing ear to the

flattery of some " virelay
;
' or Love-

song, sung by gay canon, gentle page.

or courtly knight.

About six o'clock, the household once

more assembled in the hall for supper ;

and then the orders for the ensuing day

were given to the servants and retain-

ers. Soon after dark the members of

the family and their guests SOI

their respective sleeping - places, as

contrivances for lighting were i

and had to be economized. Such o[

the servants as had 1 chambers

or sleeping - places retired to them.

whilst a large pro] ortion of the i

servants and such of the retainers

belonged immediately to the household
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stretched themselves on the benches

or floor of the hall, and were soon fust

asleep. Such is a sketch of the ordi-

nary course of domestic life among the

higher classes of English society in the

fourteenth century.

Among the greater nobles, the details

of the daily life were sometimes on a

more magnificent scale ; but the lead-

ing features were as we have described

them. Rude pomp and barbaric splen-

dor marked the establishments of some

of the powerful barons and ecclesias-

tical dignitaries. At tilt and tourna-

ment, the contending knights strove

to outshine each other in gorgeous-

ness of equipment, as well as in deeds

of arms. Nor were the ladies averse

to richness of attire in their own per-

sons. Costly robes and dainty furs

were worn, and jewels and gems of

price sparkled when the dames and

demoiselles appeared at great gather-

ings, or on occasions of state and cere-

mony. The extravagance of dress in

both sexes had grown to be so great

an evil, that stringent sumptuary laws

were passed, but without producing

any effect.

The moral state of even the highest

classes of society was not of a flattering-

character. Europe was one huge camp
and battle-field, in which all the chival-

ry of the day had been educated,— no

good school for purity of life and deli-

cacy of language. The literature of the

time, at least that portion of it which

penetrated to ladies' chambers, was of

an amorous, and too frequently of an
indelicate character. A debased and
sensual clergy swarmed over the land,

finding their way into every house-

hold, and gradually corrupting those

with whom their sacred office brought
them into contact. The manners and
habits of the time afforded every facil-

ity for the gratification of debased pas-

sions and indulgence in immoral prac-

tices.

Whilst the barons feasted and fought
the ladies intrigued, and the clergy vio-

lated every principle of the religion they

professed, the great mass of the popu-
lation lived on, with scarcely a thought

bestowed on them by their social su-

periors. Between the Anglo-Norman
baron and the Anglo-Saxon laborer, or

'•villain," there was a great gulf fixed.

The antipathy of an antagonistic and
conquered race to its conquerors was
intensified by years of oppression and
wrong, and the laborer cherished a

burning desire to break the bonds of

thraldom in which most of the poor

were held.

By the laws of the feudal system, the

tenants and laborers on the property of

a baron were his ''villains," or slaves.

They were divided into two classes ;
—

the " villains regardant," who were per-

mitted to occupy and cultivate small

portions of land, on condition of ren-

dering certain stipulated services to

their lord, and were therefore consid-

ered in the light of slaves to the land

;

and the "villains in gross," who were

the personal slaves of the land-owner,

and were compelled to do the work

they were set to perform in consider-

ation of their food and clothing. Be-

sides these two classes a third had re-

cently come into existence, and, owing

to various causes, was fast increasing

in extent and importance, — that of

free laborers, who worked for hire.

This class was recruited in various

ways from the ranks of the " villains

in gross." Some were manumitted by
their dying masters, as an act of piety

in atonement for the deeds of violence

done during life ; but by far the greater

number effected their freedom by es-

caping to distant parts of the country,

where but little search would be made
for them, or by seeking the refuge of

the walled towns and cities, where a

residence of a year and a day would

give them freedom by law. The citi-

zens were always ready to give asylum

to those fugitives, for they supplied the

growing need for laborers, and enabled

the cities, by the increase of population,

to maintain their independence against

the pretensions of the barons.

The condition of the "villain" was
bad at the best ; and numerous petty

acts of oppression in most instances

increased the bitterness of his lot.
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Himself the property of another, lie

could not legally hold possessions of

any kind. Not only the land he tille I,

and the rude implements of husbandry

with which he painfully cultivated the

soil, but the cattle with which he

. the house in which he lived,

the few chattels he gathered around

him, and the scanty store of money
earned by hard labor, all belonged to

his master, who could at any time dis-

possess him of them. The ''villain"

who obtained a livelihood by work-

ing the few acres of land which had

been held from father to son, on con-

dition of performing personal labor or

other services on the estate of the land-

owner, was subject not only to the de-

mands of his master, but to the tithing

of the Church ; to the doles exacted by
the swarms of begging friars, who, like

Irish beggars of the present day, in-

voked cheap blessings on the cheerful

giver, and launched bitter curses at the

heads of those who refused alms ; to

the impositions of the wandering ''par-

doners," with their charms and relics
;

and to the tyrannical exactions of the

" summoners," who, under pretence of

writs from ecclesiastical courts, robbed

all who were not in position to resist

their fraudulent demands. What these

spared was frequently swept away by
the visits of the king's purveyors and

the officers of others in power, who,

not content with robbing' the poor hus-

bandman of the proceeds of his toil,

treated the men with violence and the

women with outrage. Complaint was

useless. The "churl" had no rights

which those in office were bound to

respect

Ignorant, superstitious, and con-

demned to a life of unrequited toil

and unr dn ed wrongs, the mental

and moral condition of the agricultu-

ral pdor was wretchedly low. Hud-
dled together in mud cottages, through

the rotten thatches of which the rain

penetr ited ; clothed with rough g ir-

ments that were seldom changed night

or day
; fe< ding on coarse food, and that

in insufficient quantities, -their phys-

lition was one of extreme mis-

cry. The usual daily allowance of food

to the bond laborer of either class, when
working for the owner of the land, was
two herrings, milk for cheese, and a
loaf of bread, with the addition in har-

vest of a small allowance of beer. Oc-
casionally, salted meats or stockfish

were substituted for the herrings.

The condition of the free laborer v

measurably better ; but even he was
condemned to a life of privation and
wretchedness, relieved only by the

knowledge that his scanty earnings

were his own, and that he could

change the scene of his labors if he

saw lit. The ordinary agricultural la-

borer, at the wages usually given,

would have to work more than a

week for a bushel of wheat. At har-

vest-time and other periods when the

demand for labor was unusually great,

as it was after the pestilences that

swept the land about the time of

which we write, the free laborers de-

manded higher wages ; and although

laws were passed to prevent their ob-

taining more than the usual rates, ne-

cessity frequently compelled their em-

ployment at the advanced prices. The
receipt of higher wages only tempora-

rily bettered their condition. Accus-

tomed to griping hunger and short

allowances of food, when better d

came, they thought only of enjoying

the present, and took no heed oi the

future. After harvest, with its high

wages and cheapness of provision, the

laborer frequently became wasteful and

improvident. Instead of the stinted

allowance oi salted meat or fish, with

the pinched loaf o( bean-tlour. and an

occasional draught of weak beer, his fas-

tidious appetite demanded fresh meat

or tish. white bread, vegetables freshly

gathered, and ale oi the best. As I

as his store lasted, he worked as

as possible, and grumbled .it the

tune that made him a laborer. But

these halcyon days were few, and soon

passed away, to be followed b) e'en-eas-

ing allowances o\ the commonest food,

fierce pal hunger, and miserable

de ititution, A bad harvest infft

hedness on the poor. Ill
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lodged, ill fed, and scantily clothed, dis-

ease cut them down like grass before

the scythe. A deadly pestilence swept

over the land in 1348, carrying off about

two thirds of the people ; and nearly all

the victims were from among the poor-

est classes. In 1 361, another pestilence

carried off thousands, again spreading

terror and dismay through the country.

Seven years later a third visitation des-

olated England. Here and there one

of the better class fell a victim to the

destroyer ; but the great mass were

from the ranks of the half-starved and

poorly lodged laborers.

The morality of the poor was, as

might be expected, at a low ebb. Mod-
esty, chastity, and temperance could

scarcely be looked for in wretched mud
huts, where all ages and sexes herded

together like swine. Men and women
alike fled from their miserable homes
to the ale-house, where they drank long

draughts of cheap ale, and, in imitation

of their superiors in station, listened to

a low class of "japers" who recited

" rhymes of Robin Hood," or told

coarse and obscene stories for the sake

of a share of the ale, or such few small

coins as could be drawn from the

ragged pouches of the bacchanals.

Between proud wealth and abject

poverty there can be no friendly feeling.

Stolid, brutish ignorance can alone

render the bonds of the slave endura-

ble. As his eyes are slowly opened by
increasing knowledge, and he can com-

pare his condition with that of the free-

man, his fetters gall him, he becomes
restive in his bonds, and at length turns

in blind fury on his oppressors, striking

mad blows with his manacled hands.

Trodden into the dust by the iron heel

of a tyrannical feudal power, the peas-

antry of France had turned on their

oppressors, and wreaked a brief but

savage vengeance for ages of wrong.

The atrocious cruelties and mad ex-

cesses of the revolted Jacquerie could

only have been committed by those who
had been so long treated as brutes that

they had acquired brutish passions and

instincts. The English peasantry had

not yet followed the example of their

French compeers ; but the gathering

storm already darkened the sky, and
the mutterings of the thunder were

heard. Superstitiously religious, they

hated the ministers of religion who
violated its principles. Born slaves

and hopelessly debased and ignorant,

they began to ask the question,

—

" When Adam delved and Eve i pan,

Who then was the gentleman ?
"

Occasionally a rude ballad found its

way among the people fiercely expres-

sive of their scorn of the clergy and

their hatred of the rich. One that was
very popular, and has been transmitted

to our day, asked, —
" While God was on earth

And wandered wide,

What was the reason

W7hy he would not ride ?

Because he would have no groom
To go by his side,

Nor grudging of no gadeling*

To scold nor to chide.

" Hearken hitherward, horsemen,

A tiding I you tell,

That ye shall hang
And harbor in hell !

"

But no leader had as yet arisen to

give proper voice to the desire for refor-

mation that burned in the hearts of the

common people. The writers of that

age were breathing the intoxicating air

of court favor, and heeded not the suf-

ferings of the common rabble. Frois-

sart, the courtly canon and chronicler

of deeds of chivalry, was writing French

madrigals and amorous ditties for the

ear of Queen Philippa, and loved too

well gay society, luxurious feasts, and

dainty attire, not to shrink with dis-

gust from thought of the dirty, uncouth,

and miserable herd of "greasy caps."

Gower was inditing fashionable love-

songs. Chaucer, who years after was

to direct such telling blows in his Can-

terbury Tales at the vices and corrupt-

ness of the clergy, was a favorite mem-
ber of the retinue of the powerful
" John of Gaunt, time-honored Lan-

caster," and had as yet only written

long and stately poems on the history

of Troilus and Cressida, the Parlia-

* Vagabond.
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nicnt of Birds, and the Court of Love.

Wycliffe, the great English reformer

of the Church, was quietly living at

his rectory of Fylingham, and pre-

paring his first essays against the

mendicant orders. John Ball, the ''cra-

zy priest of Kent," as Froissart calls

him. was brooding over the miseries

of his poor parishioners, and nursing

in his mind that enmity to all social

distinctions with which he afterwards

inflamed the minds of the peasantry,

and incited them to open rebellion.

But in the quarter least expected

the oppressed people found an advocate.

An unobtrusive monk, whose name is

almost a doubtful tradition, stole out

from his quiet cell in Malvern Ab-

bey, and, whilst his brethren feasted,

climbed the gentle slope of the Wor-
cestershire hills, and drank in the beau-

ties of the varied landscape at his feet.

There, on a May morning, as he rested

under a bank by the side of a brooklet,

and was lulled to sleep by the murmur-

ing of the water, he dreamed those

dreams that set waking people to think-

ing, and gave a powerful impetus to

the moral and social revolution that

was just commencing.

The " Vision of Piers Plowman

"

is every way a singular production.

Clothed in the then almost obsolete

verse of a past age, it breathes wholly

the spirit of the time in which it was

written. The work of a monk, it is

unsparing in its attacks on the monastic

orders. Intended for the reading or

hearing of the middle and lower classes,

it gives more frequent glimpses of the

social condition of all ranks of people

than any other work of that age. As a

philological monument, it is. of great

value ; as a poem, it contains many

passages of merit ; and as a store-

house of allusions to the social life of

the people in the fourteenth century, it

is invaluable.

The poem consists of a series of vis-

ions or dreams, of an allegorical char-

• '.' ter, in which the dreamer seeks to

find Truth and Righteousness on earth,

meeting with hut little success. The

allegorical idea cannot be followed with-

out weariness, and, in fact, the inten-

tions of the writer are by no means
clear, the allegory being frequently in-

volved and contradictory. The beauty

of the poem lies in its detached pas-

sages, its occasional poetic touches, its

graphic pictures, biting satire, and
withering denunciation of fraud, cor-

ruption, and tyranny. The measure

adopted is the unrhymed alliterative,

characteristic of the Anglo-Saxon litera-

ture, and which had long been disused,

but which retained its hold on the affec-

tions of the common people, who were

of Anglo-Saxon stock. In the extracts

we give from the poem, the measure is

retained, but the words modernized, so

far as can be done without injuring the

sense or metre.

The opening passage of the "Vis-

ion " has been so frequently repro-

duced, as a specimen of the poet's

style, that it is probably familiar to

many readers, but its exquisite natu-

ralness and simplicity tempt us to

quote it here.

" In a summer season,

When soft was the sun,

I shaped me into shrouds*

As I a shep t were ;

In habit as an hermit

Unholy of works

Went wide in this world

Wonders to hear :

And on a May morwening
( )n Malvern hills

Me befell a ferly.J

( )f fairy methought
I was weary for-wandcrcd,

And went me to rest

Under a broad bank

By a bourne's § side ;

And .is 1 lay and leaned.

And looked on the waters,

I slumbered into a sleeping

It swayed so merry."

The first scene in the visions that

visited the sleep of the dreaming monk

gives a view i^' the social classes of

that time, beginning with the humblest,

whose condition was uppermost in his

mind. The picture is not only paint-

ed with vigorous touches, but affords

a better idea of society in the four-

teenth century than can he elsewhere

' Clothe-.

j Vision,

t Shepherd.

. ok.
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obtained. There is the toiling plough-

man, who "plays full seldom," winning

by hard labor what wasteful men de-

stroy ; the mediaeval dandy, whose

only employment is to exhibit his at-

tire ; the hermit, who seeks by solitude

and penitential life to win " heaven's

rich bliss "
; the merchant, who has

wisely chosen his trade, —
''As it secmcth in our sight

That such men thrivcth."

There are minstrels, who earn rich re-

wards by their singing ;
jesters and idle

gossips ;
" sturdy beggars," wandering

with full bags ;
pilgrims and palmers,

who
" Went forth in their way
With many wise tales,

And had leave to lie

All their lives after "
;

counterfeit hermits, who assumed the

cloak and hooked staff in order to live

in idleness and sensuality ; avaricious

friars, selling their religion for money
;

cheating pardoners ; covetous priests
;

ambitious bishops ; lawyers who loved

gain better than justice ; "barons and

burgesses, and bondmen also," with

" Bakers and brewers,

And butchers many

;

Woollen websters,

And weavers of linen ;

Tailors and tinkers,

And tollers in markets ;

Masons and miners,

And many other crafts.

Of all kind living laborers

Leaped forth some ;

As ditchers and delvers,

That do their deeds ill,

And driveth forth the long day
With Dieu save dcune Emmc.
Cooks and their knaves

Cried, ' Hot pies, hot !

Good geese and grys,*

Go dine, go !
'
"

To plead the cause of the poor and
weak against their powerful oppressors,

and to protest in the name of religion

against the pride and corrupt life of its

ministers, was the object of the monk
of Malvern Abbey ; and he did his work
well. The blows he dealt were fierce

and strong, and told home. Burgher
and baron, monk and cardinal, alike

felt the fury of his attacks. He was no

respecter of persons. A monk him-
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self, he had no scruples in tearing off

the priestly robe that covered lust and
rapine. Wrong in high places gained

no respect from him. His invectives

against a haughty and oppressive no-

bility and a corrupt and arrogant clergy

are unsurpassed in power, and it is

easy to understand the hold the poem
at once acquired on the attention of

the lower classes, and its influence in

directing and hastening the attempt of

the oppressed people to break their

galling bonds.

What we have before said in refer-

ence to the wretched condition of the

peasantry, as shown by contemporary

evidence, is confirmed by the writer

of the " Vision." The peasant was a

born thrall to the owner of the land,

and could
" no charter make,

Nor his cattle sell,

Withouten leave of his lord."

Misery and he were lifelong compan-
ions, and pinching want his daily por-

tion. The wretched poor

" much care suffren

Through dearth, through drought,

All their days here :

Woe in winter times

For wanting of clothing,

And in summer time seldom
Soupen to the full."

A graphic picture of a poor plough-

man and his family is given in the
" Creed " of Piers Plowman, supposed
to have been written by the author of

the "Vision," but a few years later.

" As I went by the way
Weeping for sorrow,

T saw a simple man me by,

Upon the plow hanging.

His coat was of a clout

That cary * was called ;

His hood was full of holes,

And his hair out ;

With his knopped | shoon

Clouted full thick ;

His toes toteden \ out

As he the land treaded ;

His hosen overhung his hockshins

On every side,

All beslomered in fen §

As he the plow followed.

Two mittens as meter

Made all of clouts,

The fingers were for-werd H

* A kind of very coarse cloth.

t Buttoned. J Pushed.

§ Mud. |! Worn out.
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And full of fen hanged.

This wight wallowed in the fen,

Bt to the ankle.

: othcren* him before

Thai feeble were worthy,

Me:i might reckon each rib

S I rjiitful f they vect-

Rk wife walked Mm with,

With a long g »d,

In a cutted coat,

(Jutted full high,

Whipped in a winn \v sheet

To weren her firo .1 we rthers,

Barefoot on the bare ice

That the blood I

And at the land's end laycth

A little crumb-bowl, I

And thereon lay a little child

Lapsed in clou:-,

And twins of two years old

l n another side.

And all they sungen one .-XKig,

That sorrow was to hear ;

They crieden all one cry,

A careful note.

The simple man sighed sore,

And said, ' Children, be still !
'
"

The tenant of land, or small farmer,

was in a better condition, and when not

cozened of his stores by the monks, or

robbed of them by the ruffians in office

or out of office, managed to live with

some kind of rude comfort. What the

ordinary condition of his larder and the

extent of his farming stock were, may
be learned from a passage in the "Vis-

ion."
" ' I have no penny,' quoth Pfers,

' Pullets to buy.

Nor neither geese nor gry ;

Knt two green chce

A few curd-, and cream,

And an have;

And two loaves of bean ; and bran,

Baked for my faantes
|| ;

And yet I say. 1 y :ay soul !

I h tve do

Nor no cokeney,^] by Chd t I

Collops fur to .;...<-:>.

'• But I have pereilesan ' puiettes,**

And many cole plant-, 11

And ckc a row and calf,

And a cart-maie

To IrtWf afield lay dung,

The w hile the drought lasfiets :

And by tli .! we nui-: live

Till Lamina 1 time.

And by thai I hope to have

Harvest in my 1 raft;

And then may 1 (fight thy dinner

A . 01 cfc ir Ii!;ct'i.' "

We have already described the ten-

'
• been.

I \l

trough.

$ Uat

II
Children.

•J \
'

. n hen.

' Parsley 1
' lccla.

tf
'

ure by which the tenant held his lands,

and the protection the knightly land-

owner was bound to give his tenant.

Thus Piers Plowman, when his honest

labors arc broken in upon by ruffians,

" Plained him to the knight

To help him, as covenant was,

From cursed shrews,

Aud from these wasters, wolvc.s-i. . .

Th:.i the world dear.''

At times this was but a wolf's protec-

tion, or a stronger power broke through

all guards. The ''king's purveyor," or

some other licensed despoiler, came in,

and the victim was left to make fruitless

complaints of his injuries. The women
were subjected to gross outrages, and

the properly stolen or destroyed.

" Both my geese and my
His gadelings * fetcheth,

I dare not, for fear of Uxem,

Fight nor chide.

He borrowed of me Bayard
And brought him home at

Nor no farthing therefore

For aught that I could piead.

He maintaineth his men
To murder my hew_n. 1

Forestalled my fairs,

And fighteth in my chepying,}

And breaketh up my barn door,

And beareth away my wheat,

And taketh me but a tally

For ten quarters of oats
;

And yet he be&teth me there! »."

Then, as now, there were complaints

that the privations of the poor were in-

creased by the covetousness of the

hucksters, and "regraters" (retailers),

who came between the producer :\nd

the consumer, and grew rich on the

profits made from both.

" Br h •
1 . ;s

Butchers and cooks*"

were charged with robbing

" th 4 •

i I \>.\: d mi al buy :

For they empoison the people

Privily and oft.

They grow ri< h through regratery,

An 1 renta th< y buy

with a hat the i> lor p»
Should. |v.n in their warn]

Por, tooJt they but truly,

They timbered *J aet so hi

Nor bou .i,**

1
11."

Stringent laws were made against

• Ya iboiidv f W .rkingmen. ! Market.

IP emeal. . Belly. m
. Huilt.

: : : in I
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huckstering and regrating, and officers

were appointed to punish offenders in

this respect, "with pillories and pining-

stools." But officers, then as now,

were not proof against temptation, and

were often disposed

" Of all such sellers

Silver for to take ;

Or presents without pence,

As pieces of silver,

Rings, or other riches,

The rcgratcrs to maintain."

Nor had the rogues of the fourteenth

century much to learn in the way of

turning a dishonest penny. The mer-

chant commended his bad wares for

good, and knew how to adulterate and

how to give short measure. The spin-

ners of wool were paid by a heavy

pound, and the article resold by a light

pound. Laws were made against such

frauds, but laws were little regarded

when they conflicted with self-interest.

The crime of clipping and "sweating"

coin was frequently practised. Pawn-

brokers, money-lenders, and sellers of

exchange thrived and flourished.

The rich find but little consideration

at the hands of the plain-spoken dream-

er. Their extravagance is commented
on ; their growing pride, which prompt-

ed them to abandon the great hall and
take their meals in a private room,

and their uncharitableness to the poor.

They practise the saying, that " to him
that hath shall be given."

" Right so, ye rich,

Ye robeth them that be rich,

And helpeth them that helpen you,

And giveth where no need is.

Ye robeth and feedeth

Them that have as ye have
Them ye make at ease."

But when, hungered, athirst, and shiv-

ering with cold, the poor man comes to

the rich man's gate, there is none to

help, but he is

Thus

" hunted as a hound,

And bidden go thence."

" the rich is reverenced

By reason of his richness,

And the poor is put behind."

Truly, says the Monk of Malvern,

( iod is much in the gorge

Of these great masters ;

Rut among mean men
His mercy and his works."

But it is on the vices and corrup-

tions of the clergy that the monk pours

the vials of his wrath. He cloaks noth-

ing, and spares neither rank nor con-

dition. The avarice of the clergy, their

want of religion, and the prostitution of

their sacred office for the sake of gain,

are sternly denounced in frequently-

recurring passages. The facility with

which debaucheries and crimes of all

kinds could be compounded for with the

priests by presents of gold and silver,

the neglect of their flocks whilst seek-

ing gain in the service of the rich and

powerful, their ignorance, pride, extrav-

agance, and licentiousness, are painted

in strong colors. The immense throng

of friars and monks, who "waxen out of

number," meet with small mercy from

their fellow-monk. Falsehood and fraud

are described as dwelling ever with them.

Their unholy life and unseemly quar-

rels are held up for reprobation. Nor
do the nuns escape the imputation of

unchastity. The quackery of pardon-

ers, with their pardons and indulgences

from pope and bishop, is treated with

contempt and scorn. Bishops are criti-

cised for their undivided attention to

worldly matters ; and even the Pope
himself does not escape censure.

" What pope or prelate now
Performeth what Christ hight * ?

"

The cardinals come in for a share of

the censure, and here occurs a pas-

sage, curiously suggestive of the cele-

brated line,—
" Never yet did cardinal bring good to England.''

" The commons clamat cotidic

Each man to the other,

The country is the curscder

That cardinals come in ;

And where they lie and Ienge t most,

Lechery there reigueth."

Years afterwards, Wycliffe dealt

mighty blows at the corrupt and de-

based clergy, and Chaucer pierced them
with his sharp satire, but neither sur-

passed their predecessor in the vigor

Commanded. t Remain.
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and spirit of his onslaughts. One pas- ler's path guarded on either hand with

sage, which we quote, had evidently a rampart of delicate primroses, sweet-

been acted on by Chaucer's " poor par- breathed violets, golden buttercups fit

son/' and can be studied even at this for fairy revels, honeysuckles in whose
bells the bee rings a delighted peal,

and luscious-fruited blackberry-bush-

es. Nowhere else is such a rampart

crowned with the sweet-scented haw-

thorn, robed in snowy blossoms, or

beaded over with scarlet berries, and

with the hazel, with its gracefully pen-

dent catkins, or nuts dear to the school-

boy. It scarcely seems possible to im-

agine an English landscape without

its fiower-scented hedge-rows, and yet.

when the armed knights of Edward the

Third's reign rode abroad from their

castles, few lofty hedges barred their

progress across the country ; no hazel-

crowned rampart stopped the way of

the Malvern monk as he took his way
to the " bourne's side "

; and when the

ploughman " whistled o'er the fur-

rowed land,
:
' the line of division at

which he turned his back on his neigh-

bor's acres was generally but a narrow

trench instead of a ditch and hedge.

Thus the covetous man confesses,

" If I yede * to the plow,

I pinched so narrow

That a foot land or a furrow

Fctchcn I would

Of my next neighbor,

And nyment of his earth.

And if I reap, overreach."

As might have been expected, the

monkish dreamer, unusually liberal as

he was in his views, had but a slighting

opinion of women. Rarely does he re-

fer to them except to rate them for

their extravagance in dress and love of

finery. The humbler class of v. omen.

he shrewdly insinuates, were fond of

drink, and the husbands oi such were

advised to cudgel them home to their

dm iestic duties. He credited the long-

standing slander about woman's inabil-

ity t< i i secret :
—

"I thai il -it women wot;- :'i

May not v. < !1 be COI

late day.

" Friars and many other masters,

That to lewed * men prcachen,

Ye moveii matters immeasurable

To tellen of the Trinity,

That oft times the lewed people

Of their belief doubt.

Better it were to many doctors

To leave such teaching,

And tell men of the ten commandments,

And touching the seven <

And of the branches that bourgconcth of them,

And bringen men to hell,

And how that folk in follies

Misspenden their five wits,

As well friars as other folks,

Foolishly spending,

In housing, in hatering.f

And in to high clergy showing

More for pomp than for pure charity.

The people wot the sooth

That I lie not, lo !

For lords yc pleascn,

And reverence the rich

The rather for their silver."

It would be hardly proper to leave

this portion of the subject without al-

luding to the remarkable passage which

has been held by many as a prophecy

of the dissolution of the monasteries by

Henry VI 1 1., nearly two centuries later.

After denouncing the corruptions of the

clergy, he says :
—

" But there ! hall come a king

And confess you religiouses,

And beat you as the Bible tel'.eth

For breaking of your rule ;

And amend monial ,

Monks and canons

And put them to their penance.

And then shall tl. Abbot of Abingdon,

And all hi i i' <ue forever,

! [avc a knock of a kitl \

And incurable the woun !•"

A distinctive and charming feature

of the English landscape is the hedge-

row that divides the fields and marks

the course of the roadways. Nowhere
hut in England docs the landscape pre-

sent such a charming picture of " mead-

ows trim with daisies pied," " russet His opinion of - proper sphere oi

lawns and fallows gray," spread OUt women in that time, and some knowl-

tike a map, divided with irregular lines edge of their ordinary feminine occu-

of green. Nowhere else is the travel- pations, I an be acquired from the an-

• Unl< .1, t>
* Went t Ko'.i him.
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swer made to the question of a lady as

to what her sex should do :
—

' Some should sew the sack, quoth Piers,

For shedding of the wheat

;

And ye, lovely ladies,

With your long fingers,

That ye have silk and scndal

To sew, when time is,

Chasubles for chaplains,

Churches to honor.

Wives and widows
Wool and flax spinncth ;

Make cloth, I counsel you,

And kenneth * so your daughters ;

The needy and the naked,

Nymeth t heed how they lieth,

And casteth them clothes,

For so commanded Truth."

Marriage is an honorable estate, and
should be entered into with proper

motives, and in a decent and regular

manner. It is desirable that most men
should marry, for

,. " The wife was made the way
For to help work :

And thus was wedlock wrought
With a mean person,

First by the father's will

And the friends" counsel

;

And sithens % by assent of themselves,

As they two might accord."

This is the essentially worldly way
of making marriage arrangements yet

practised in some aristocratic circles,

but the more democratic and natural

way is to reverse the process, and com-

mence with the agreement between the

two persons most concerned. Such
unequal matches as age and wealth on

one side, and youth and desire of

wealth on the other, bring about, are

sternly reprobated.

" It is an uncomely couple,

By Christ ! as me thinketh,

To give a young wench
To an old feeble,

Or wedden any widow
For wealth of her goods,

That never shall bairn bear

But if it be in her arms."

Such marriages lead to jealousy,

bickerings, and open rupture, disgrace-

ful to husband and wife, and annoying

to others. Therefore Piers counsels

" all Christians,

Covet net to be wedded
For covctise of chattels.

Nor of kindred rich ;

But maidens and maidens

Make you together

;

Widows and widowers

Workcth the same ;

For no lands, but for love,

Look you be wedded "
;
—

adding the sound bit of spiritual and
worldly advice,

" And then get ye the grace of God,
Arid goods enough to live with.**

The touch of shrewd humor in the

last line finds its counterpart in many
other passages. Thus, when the dream-

er sits down to rest by the wayside,

his iteration of the prescribed prayers

makes him drowsy :
—

" So I babbled on my beads ;

They brought me asleep."

The Franciscan friars, his especial

aversion, get a sly thrust when he says

of Chanty that

" in a friar's frock

He was founden once ;

But it is far ago,

In Saint Francis's time :

In that sect since

Too seldom hath he been found."

When Covetousness has confessed his

numerous misdeeds, and is asked if he

ever repented and made restitution, he

replies,

" Yes, once I was harbored

With a heap of chapmen.*

I rose when they were at rest

And rifled their males | "
;
—

and on being told that this was no resti-

tution, but another robbery, he replies,

with assumed innocence of manner,

" I wened % rifling were restitution, quoth he,

For I learned never to read on book ;

And I ken no French, in faith.

But of the farthest end of Norfolk."

Even the Pope is not exempt from a

touch of satire :
—

" He prayed the Pope
Have pity on holy C'.iurch,

And ere he gave any grace,

Governfirst hi.•use//.'"

The prejudice against doctors and

lawyers was as strong five hundred

years ago as now, judging from Piers

Plowman, who says, that

" Murderers arc many leeches,

Lord them amend !

They do men die through their drinks

Ere destiny it would-"

* Teach. + Take. X Afterwards. * Pcdlers. t Boxes. J Thought.
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Of lawyers he says they pleaded

M for pennies

And pounds, the law ;

And not for the love of our Lord
I Inclose their lips once.

Thou mightcst better meet mist

On Malvern hills

Than get a mum of their mouth
Till money be showed."

No class of people suffered more in

the Middle Ages than the Jews. They
were abhorred by the poor, despised

by the wealthy, and cruelly oppressed

by the powerful- But through all their

sufferings and trials they were true to

each other ; and the monk holds up
their fraternal charity as an example to

shame Christians into similar virtues.

He says :
—

" A Jew would not see a Jew
Go jangling * for default,

For all the mebles t on this mould %

And he amend it might.

Alas ! that a Christian creature

Shall be unkind to another;

Since Jews, that we judge

Judas's fellows,

Either of them helpeth other

Of that that him needeth.

Why not will we Christians

Of Christ's good be as kind

As Jews, that he our lores-men § 1

Shame to us all !"

With one more curious passage, giving

a glimpse of the belief of that age con-

cerning the future state, we will close

our extracts from "Piers Plowman."

Discussing the condition of the thief

upon the cross who was promised a

seat in heaven, the dreamer says :
—

:ht as sime man gave me m> at,

And amid the floor set me.

\n 1 had meat more than uiough,

But HOI 90 H*U( h worship

As those that sitten at the side-table,

ivereigns of Che hall ;

L 1

v -'If OD the ground.

th by thai felon

I on Good Friday was saved,

(
' ilaining.

;

' rlh.

\ Oaods.

| Teacher

.

He sits neither with Saint John,
Simon, nor Judc,

Nor with maidens nor with martvr-.

Confessors nor widows
;

Fut by himself as a sullen,*

And served on earth.

For he that is once a thief

Is evermore in danger,

And, as law him liketh,

To live or to die.

And for to serven a saint

And such, a thief together,

It were neither reason nor right

To reward them both alike."

" Piers Plowman " is supposed to

have been written in 1362. It became
instantly popular, and manuscript cop-

ies were rapidly distributed over Eng-
land. Imitations preserving the pecu-

liar form, and aiming at the same ob-

jects as the " Vision," though without

the genius exhibited in that work, ap-

peared in quick succession. The ha-

tred of the oppressed people for their

oppressors was intensified by the in-

flammatory harangues of John Ball, the

deposed priest. The preaching ofWyc-
liffe probed still deeper the festering

corruption of the dominant Church.

At last, in 1381, a popular rising, un-

der Wat Tyler, attempted to right the

wrongs of generations at the sword's

point. The result of that attempt is

well known, — its temporary success,

sudden overthrow, and the terrible re-

venge taken by the ruling power in the

enactment of laws that made the bar-

den of the people still more intolerable.

But the seed of political and religious

freedom had been sown. It had been

watered with the blood of martyrs : and,

although the tender shoots had been

trodden down with an iron heel as stum

as they appeared, they gathered addi-

tional strength and vigor from the re-

pression, and soon sprang up with a

vitality that defied all efforts to crush

them.

' Oue left alone.



1 866.] Katharine Clonic.
559

KATHARINE MORNE.

TART I.

CHAPTER \.

ONE day, near the middle of a June
about twenty years ago, my land-

lady met me at the door of my board-

ing-house, and began with me the fol-

lowing dialogue.

" Miss Morne, my dear, home a'-

reacly ? Goin' to be in, a spell, now ?
"

" Yes, Mrs. Johnson, I believe so.

Why ?

"

* Well, someb'dy 's been in here to

pay ye a call, afore twelve o'clock, in

a tearin' hurry. Says I, 'Ye 've got

afore yer story this time, I guess,' says

I. Says he, ' I guess I '11 call again,'

says he. He 's left ye them pinies an'

snowballs in the pitcher."

" But who was it ?
"

" Well, no great of a stranger, it

wa' n't,— Jim !

"

" O, thank 3-011."

"He kind o' seemed as if he might

ha' got somethin' sort o' special on his

mind to say to ye. My ! how he colored

up at somethin' I said !

"

I walked by, and away from her, into

the house, but answered that I should

be happy to see Jim if he came back.

Well I might. Through all the months
of school -keeping that followed my
mother's death,— in the little country

village of Greenville, so full of home-
sickness for me, — he had been my
kindest friend. My old schoolmate,

Emma Holly, from whose native town
he came, assured me beforehand that he

would be so. She wrote to me that he

was the best, most upright, well-princi-

pled, kind-hearted fellow in the world.

He was almost like a brother to her,

(this surprised me a little, because I

had never heard her speak of him be-

fore,) and so he would be to me, if I

would only let him. She had told him
all about me and our troubles and
plans, — how I winced at that when
I read it!— and he was very much

interested, and would shovel a path

for me when it snowed, or go to the

post-office for me, or do anything in the

world for me that he could. And so

he had done.

He had little chance, indeed, to de-

vote himself to me abroad ; for I sel-

dom went out, except now and then,

when I could not refuse without giving

offence, to drink tea with the family of

some pupil. But when I did that, he al-

ways found it out through Mrs. Johnson,

whose nephew he was, and came to see

me home. He usually brought some
additional wrappings or thick shoes

for me ; and even if they were too

warm, or otherwise in my way, I could

be, and was, grateful for his kindness

in thinking of them. He was very at-

tentive to his aunt also, and came to

read aloud to her, while she napped,

almost every evening. At every meal
which he took with us, he was constant-

ly suggesting to her little comforts and
luxuries for me, till I was afraid she

would really be annoyed. She took

his hints, however, in wonderfully good
part, sometimes acted upon them, and
often said to me, ' : How improvin' it

was for young men to have somebody
to kind o' think fori It made 'em so
kind o' thoughtful!" Many a flower,

fruit, and borrowed book he brought
me. He tried to make me walk with

him
; and, whenever he could, he made

me talk with him. But for him, I

should have studied almost all the

time that I anas not teaching or sleep-

ing ; for when I began to teach, I first

discovered how little I had learned.

Thus nearly all the indulgences and
recreations of the rather grave, lonely,

and hard-working little life 1 was lead-

ing at that time were associated with

him and his kind care ; and so I really

think it was no great wonder if his

peonies and snowballs that day made
the bare little parlor, with the row oi
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staring, uncouth daguerreotypes on the

mantel-piece, look very pretty to me, or

that to know that he had been there,

and was coming back again, made it

a very happy place.

I walked across it, took off my hot

black bonnet, threw up the western

window, and sat down beside it in the

rocking-chair. The cool breeze strug-

gled through the tree that nestled so-

ciably up to it, and made the little

knobs of cherries nod at me, as if say-

ing, " You would not like us now, but

you will by and by." The oriole gur-

gled and giggled from among them,
" Wait! Come again! Come again !

Ha, ha !
" The noise of the greedy

canker-worms, mincing the poor young
green leaves over my head, seemed a

soothing sound ; and even the sharp

headache I had brought with me from

the school-room, only a sort of sauce

piqitante to my delicious rest. I did

not ask myself what Jim would say.

I scarcely longed to hear him come.

I did not know how anything to follow

could surpass that perfect luxury of

waiting peace.

He did come soon. I heard a steal-

thy step, not on the gravel-walk, but

on the rustling hay that lay upon the

turf beside it. He looked, and then

sprang, in at the window. He was out

of breath. He caught my hand, and

looked into my face, and asked me to

go out and walk with him. Before I

had time to answer, he snatched up

my bonnet, and almost pressed it down

upon my head. As I tied it. he hur-

ried out and looked back at me eager-

ly from the road. I followed, though

more slowly than he wished. The sue

was bright and hot, and almost made

me faint ; but everything was very

beautiful.

He wrenched out the topmost bar of

a fence. 'me over il into a mead-

ow, led me by a forced march into the

middle; of the field, seated me on a hay-

cork, and once more stood before me,

looking me in the i\rc with his own
all '

Then he told me that he had 1 e< D

longing for weeks, a9 T must have seen,

to open his mind to me ; but, till that

day, he had not been at liberty. He
had regarded me, from almost the very

beginning of our acquaintance, as his

best and trustiest friend, — in short, as

just what dear Emma had told him he

should find me. My friendship had
been a blessing to him in every way ;

and now my sympathy, or participation,

was all he wanted to render his happi-

ness complete. He had just been ad-

mitted as a partner in the store of the

village, in which he had hitherto been
only a salesman ; and now, therefore,

he was at last free to offer himself, be-

fore all the world, to the girl he loved

best ; and that was — I must guess

who. He called me " dearest Katy,"

and asked me if he might not " to-day,

at last."

I bowed, but did not utter my guess.

He seemed to think I had done so, not-

withstanding ; for he hurried on. de-

lighted. " Of course it is, ' Katy dar-

ling,' as we always call you ! I never

knew your penetration out of the way.

It is Emma Holly ! It could n't be

anybody but Emma Holly !

"

Then he told me that she had

begged hard for leave to tell me out-

right, what she thought she had hinted

plainly enough, about their hopes ; but

her father was afraid that to have them
get abroad would hurt her prospecis in

other quarters, and made silence to-

wards all others a condition of her

correspondence with Jim. .Mr. H
was "aristocratic," and in hopes Emma
would change her mind. Jim supposed;

but all danger was over now. lie could

maintain her like the lady she was :

and their long year's probation was

ended. Then he told me in what ago-

nies he had passed several evenings

a fortnighl before) (when I must I

wondered why he did not come am!

re id,) from hearing of her illness. The
right for once, to 1 e sure,

as i- provi 1. in thinking it only the

me isles : but
I : just a.- well

have pox,

or or ail they knew.

And tl q I rather think there must

h ive hich l did not till
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properly, because my head was aching

with a peculiar sensation which I had

never known before, though I have

sometimes since. — It is like the very

hand of Death, laid with a strong

grasp on the joint and meeting-point

of soul and body, and makes one feel,

for the time being, as Dr. Livingstone

says he did when the lion shook him,—
a merciful indifference as to anything

to come after. — And Jim was asking

me, in a disappointed tone, what the

matter was, and if I did not feel in-

terested.

" Yes," I said, " Mr. Johnson — "

" Mr. Johnson !
" interrupted he.

" How cold ! I thought it would be

Jim at least, to-day, if you can't say

dear Jim."

"Yes, 'dear Jim,'" I repeated; and

my voice sounded so strangely quiet

in my own ears, that I did not wonder
that he called me cold. " Indeed, I

am interested. I don't know when I

have heard anything that has interested

me so much. I pray God to bless you
and Emma. But the reason I came
from school so early to-day was, that

I had a headache ; and now I think

perhaps the sun is not good for it, and

I had better go in."

I stood up ; but I suspect I must
have had something like a sunstroke,

sitting there in the meadow so long

with no shade, in the full blaze of

June. I was almost too dizzy to

stand, and could hardly have reached

the house, if I had not accepted Jim's

arm. He offered, in the joy of his

heart, to change head-dresses with me,
—-which luckily made me laugh,— de-

claring that mine must be a perfect

portable stove for the brains. Thus
we reached the door cheerfully, and
there shook hands cordially ; while I

bade him take my kindest love and
congratulations to Emma, — to whom
he was going on a three days' visit,

as fast as the cars could carry him, —
and charged him to tell her I should

write as soon as I recovered the use

of my head.

He looked concerned on being re-

minded of it, and shouted for Mrs.

Johnson to bring me some lavender-

water to bathe it with. I had told

him, on a former occasion, that the

smell of lavender always made it

worse ; but it was natural that, when

he was so happy, he should forget.

Whistling louder than the orioles,

whose songs rang wildly through and

through my brain, he hastened down
the road, and was gone.

CHAPTER II.

Jim was gone ; but I was left. I

could have spared him better if I could

only have got rid of myself.

However, for that afternoon the bless-

ed pain took such good care of me that

I lay upon my bed still and stunned,

and could only somewhat dimly per-

ceive, not how unhappy I was, but how
unhappy I was going to be. It quieted

Mrs. Johnson, too. She had seen me
suffering from headache before, and

knew that I could never talk much
while it lasted. Her curiosity was at

once satisfied and gratified by hearing

what Jim had left me at liberty to tell

her,— the news of his partnership in

the firm. The engagement was not to

be announced in form till the next

week ; though I, as the common friend

of both parties, had been made an ex-

ceptional confidante ; and Jim, afraid

of betraying himself, had not trusted

himself to take leave of his aunt, but

left his love for her, and his apologies

for outstaying his time so far in the

meadow as to leave himself none for

the farm-house.

Thus I had a reprieve. When to-

wards midnight my head grew easier, I

was worn out and slept ; so that it was

not till the birds began to rehearse for

their concert at sunrise the next morn-

ing, that I came to myself and looked

things in the face in the clear light of

the awful dawn.

If you can imagine a very heavy

weight let somewhat gradually, but irre-

sistibly, clown upon young and tender

shoulders, then gently lifted again, lit-

tle by little, by a sympathizing and un-
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looked-for helper, and lastly tossed by

him unexpectedly into the air, only to

fall back with redoubled weight, and

crush the frame that was but bowed be-

fore, you can form some idea of what

had just happened to me. My mother's

death, our embarrassments, my loneli-

ness, the hard and to me uncongenial

work I had to do, all came upon me to-

gether more heavily than at any time

since the first fortnight that I spent at

Greenville.

But that was not all. Disappoint-

ment is hardly the right word to use
;

for 1 can truly say that I never made
any calculations for the future upon

Jim's attentions to me. They were

offered so honestly and respectfully

that I instinctively felt I could accept

them with perfect propriety, and per-

haps could scarcely with propriety re-

fuse. I had never once asked myself

what they meant, nor whither they

tended. But yet I was used to them
now, and had learned to prize them far

more than I knew ; and they must be

given up. My heart-strings had un-

consciously grown to him, and ought to

be torn away. And I think that, beyond
grief, beyond the prospect of lonely toil

and poverty henceforth, beyond all the

rest, was the horror of an idea which

came upon me, that 1 had lost the con-

trol of my own mind, — that my peace

had passed out of my keeping into the

power of another, who, though friendly

It) me, neither would nor could preserve

it for me, — that I was doomed to be

henceforward the prey of feelings which

T must try to conceal, and perhaps

could not for any length of time.

which lowered me in my own eyes, and

would do so in those of others if they

were seen by them, which were wrong,

\.\v\ which I could not help.

These thoughts struck and stun.; me
like so many hornets. Crying, "Moth-
er! mother 4" I sprang liom my bed,

and fell on my knees beside it. 1 did

-.upposc it would do much good for

to pray; but I said over and over, if

only to stop myself from thinking. "()

. help me ! ( iod Live men y on

me!" a. fast as 1 could, till the town

clock struck five, and I knew that I

must begin to dress, and compose my-
self, if I would appear as usual at six

o'clock at the breakfast-table.

My French grammar, was, as usual,

set up beside my looking-glass. As
usual, I examined myself aloud in one of

the exercises, while I went through my
toilet. If I did make some mistakes it

was no matter. I made so much haste,

that I had time before breakfast to cor-

rect some of the compositions which

I had brought with me from school.

The rest, as I often did when hurried,

I turned over while I tried to eat my
bread and milk. This did not encour-

age conversation. During the meal, I

was only asked how my head was, and

answered only that it was better. I had

taken care not to shed a tear, so that

my eyes were not swollen ; and as I

had eaten nothing since the morning
of the day before, nobody could be sur-

prised to see me pale.

Mrs. Johnson left her seat, too,

almost as soon as I took mine. She
was in a great bustle, getting her cov-

ered wagon under way, and stocked

with eggs, butter, cheese, and green

vegetables for her weekly trip to the

nearest market-town. She was. how-

ever, sufficiently mindful of her neph-

ew's lessons to regret that she must
leave me poorly when he would not be

there to cheer me up, and to tell me to

choose what 1 liked best for my dinner

while she was gone.

I chose a boiled chicken and rice.

It was what my mother used to like

best to have me eat when 1 was not

well. I often rebelled against it when

a child ; but now 1 sought by means of

it to soothe myself with the fancy that

1 was still under her direction.

Airs. Johnson also offered to do for

me what 1 forgot to ask of her,— to look

in at the post-office ami see if there

wis not a letter there tor me from ray

only sister. Fanny, for once, had suit

me oone the week before. Mrs. John-

son went to town, and I to school.

I work I and worried through the

his, how, 1 never knew : 1 Ut I

dare say 'die children were forbearing ;
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children are apt to be when one is not

well. I came home and looked at the

chicken and rice. But that would not

do. They would have made me cry.

So 1
1

hurried out again, away from

them, and away from the meadow, and

walked in the woods all that Saturday

afternoon, thinking to and fro,— not so

violently as in the morning, for I was

weaker, but very confusedly and in end-

less perplexity. How could I stay in

Greenville ? I should have to be with

Jim ! But how could I go ? What
reason had I to give ? and what would

people think was my reason ? But

would it not be wrong to stay and see

Jim ? But it would be wrong to break

my engagement to the school com-

mittee !

At length again the clock struck rive,

which was supper-time, and I saw my-
self no nearer the end of my difficulties

;

and I had to say once again, " God help

me ! God have mercy on me !
" and

so went home.

Mrs. Johnson was awaiting me, with

this letter for me in her pocket. It is

not in Fanny's handwriting, however,

but in that of a friend of ours with

whom she was staying, Mrs. Physick,

the wife of the most eminent of the

younger physicians in Beverly, our

native town. I opened it hastily and

read :
—

" Friday.

" My dear Katie ;

—
" You must not be uneasy at my

writing instead of Fannie, as the Doc-
tor thinks it too great an effort for her.

She has had an attack of influenza, not

very severe, but you know she is never

very strong, and I am afraid she is too

much afraid of calling on me for any
little thing she wants done. So we
think, the Doctor and I, it would do
her good to have a little visit from you.

She wanted us to wait for the summer
vacation, so as not to alarm you ; but

you know that is three whole weeks
off, and nobody knows how much bet-

ter she may be within that time. The
Doctor says, suggest to Katie that

the committee might, under the circum-

stances, agree to her ending the spring

term a little earlier than usual, and be-

ginning a little earlier in the fall.'

" Yours as ever,

"Julia.

"P. S. You must not be anxious

about dear Fannie. She has bright-

ened up very much already at the mere
thought of seeing you. Her cough is

not half so troublesome as it was a

week ago, and the Doctor says her

very worst symptom is weakness. She
says she must write one word herself."

what a tremulous word !

" Dear Katy :
—

"Do come if you can, and doii't be

anxious. Indeed I am growing stronger

every day, and eating so much meat,

and drinking so much whiskey. It does

me a great deal of good, and would a

great deal more if I could only tell how
we were ever to [pay for it, I knew she

would have said ; but Dr. Physick had

evidently interposed ; for the signa-

ture,]

" Your mutinous and obstreperous
" Sister Fanny,"

was prefaced with a scratched-out in-

voluntary "
ffc," and looked like a pre-

scription.

1 might be as sad as I would now

;

and who could wonder ? I sat down
where I was standing on the door-step,

and held the letter helplessly up to

Mrs. Johnson. It did seem to me now
as if Fate was going to empty its whole

quiver of arrows at once upon me, and

meant to kill me, body and soul. But

I have since thought sometimes, when
I have heard people say, Misfortunes

never came single, and How mysteri-

ous it was ! that God only dealt with

us, in that respect somewhat as some

surgeons think it best to do with wound-

ed men,— perform whatever operations

are necessary, immediately after the iirst

injury, so as to make one and the same
'•shock" take the place of more. In

this way of Providence, I am sure I

have repeatedly seen accumulated sor-

rows, which, if distributed through lon-

ger intervals, might have darkened a



,64 Katharine Jlfome. [November,

lifetime, lived through, and in a con-

siderable degree recovered from, even

in a very few years.

Mrs. Johnson's spectacles, meantime,

were with eager curiosity peering over

the letter. " Dear heart !
" cried she.

" Do tell ! My ! What a providence !

There 's Sister Nancy Newcome's El-

viry jest got home this arternoon from

her situation to the South, scairt off

with the insurrections as unexpected

as anything. She 's as smart a teacher

as ever was ; an' the committee :d ha'

gin her the school in a minute, an'

thank you, too ; but she wuz alwuz a

kind o' lookin' up'ards ; an^ I s'pose

she cal'lated it might for'ard her pros-

pects to go down an' show herself

among the plantations. There r

s better

opportoonities, they say, sometimes for

young ladies to git settled in life down
there, owin' to the scurcity on 'em.

She ;

11 be glad enough to fill your place,

I guess, till somethin' else turns up, for

a fortni't or a month, or a term. It '11

give her a chance to see her folks, an'

fix up her does, an' look round her a

spell. An' you can step into the cars

o' Monday mornin' an' go right off an'

close that poor young creaturs eyes,

an' take your time for 't. Seems as

if I hearn tell your ma went off in a

kind of a gallopin' decline, did n't she ?
"

"No, she did not!" cried I, spring-

ing up with a renewal of energy that

must have surprised Mrs. Johnson.
" Nothing of the kind ! 1 will take

my letter again, if you please. My
sister has a cold. — only a cold. But

where can I sec Miss Newcomc?"
"To home ; but I declare, you can't

feel hardly fit to start off ag'in. Jest

you step in an' sup your tea afore it *s

any colder. I 'vc had mine ;
an' I

'11

Step right back over there, an' sec

about it for ye."

Mrs. Johnson, if coarse, was kind :

and that time it would be hard to say

whether her kindness or her coarse-

ness did me the most good ;
for the

latter roused me, between indignation

and horror, to a Strong reaction.

Mrs. Johnson. I said to myself, knew
no more of the matter than I. Nobody

said a word, in the letter, of Fanny's

being very ill ; and there had been, as

I now considered, to the best of my
recollection and information, no con-

sumption in our family. My father

died when I was five years old, as I

had always heard of chronic bronchi-

tis and nervous dyspepsia, or, in other

words, of over-work and under-pay.

An early marriage to a clergyman,

who had no means of support but a

salary of five hundred dollars depend-

ent on his own health and the tastes

of a parish, early widowhood, two help-

less little girls to rear, years of hard

work, anxieties, and embarrassments,

a typhoid fever, with no physician dur-

ing the precious first few days, dur-

ing which, if she had sent for him. Dr.

Physick always believed he might have

saved her, a sudden sinking and no

rallying,— it took all that to kill poor,

dear, sweet mamma ! She had a mag-

nificent constitution, and bequeathed

much of it to me.

Else I do not think I could have

borne, and recovered from, those three

days even as well as I did. The cars

did not run on Sunday. That was so

dreadful ! But there was no other

hindrance in my way. Everybody was
very kind. The school committee could

not meet in form "on the Sabbath";
but the chairman, who was Miss Elvira

Newcome's brother-in-law, "sounded

the other members arter meeting jest

as he fell in with 'em, casooally as it

were." and ascertained that they would

offer no objection to my exchange. He
advanced my pay himself, and brought

it to me soon after sunrise Monday
morning ; so that I was more than

sufficiently provided with funds for my
journey.

Mrs. Johnson forced upon me a sus-

picious-looking corked bottle of inno-

cent tea,- one o\ the most sensible

travelling companions, as I found be-

fore tti • day v i over, that a wayfarer

can
|
ossibly have,— and a large pa

of doughnuts. Feverish as 1 was, I

would right willingly have given her

back, not only the doughnuts, but the

tea. to bribe her not to persecute me
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as she did for a message for Jim. But

I could leave my thanks for all his

kindness, and my regrets — sincere,

thousrh repented of— that I could not

see him again, before I went, to say

good-by ; and, already in part effaced

by the impression of the last blow that

had fallen upon me, that scene in the

dreadful meadow seemed months and

miles away. The engine shrieked.

The cars started. My hopes and

spirits rose ; and I was glad, because

I was going home, — that is, where,

when I had a home, it used to be.

CHAPTER III.

The rapid motion gratified my rest-

lessness, and, together with the noise,

soothed me homceopathically. I slept

a great deal. The midsummer day was
far shorter than I feared it would be

;

and I found myself rather refreshed

than fatigued when the conductor

roused me finally by shouting names
more and more familiar, as we stopped

at way - stations. I sat upright, and
strained my cinderful eyes, long sur-

feited with undiluted green, for the

first far blue and silver glimpses of

my precious sea. Then well-known

rocks and cedars came hurrying for-

ward, as if to meet me half-way.

As the cars stopped for the last time

with me, I caught sight of a horse

and chaise approaching at a rapid rate

down the main street of the town.

The driver sprang out and threw the

reins to a boy. He turned his face

— a grave face — up, and looked
searchingly along the row of car-win-

dows. It was Dr. Physick. I darted
out at the nearest door. He saw me,
smiled, and was at it in an instant,

catching both my hands in his to

shake them and help me down by
them at the same time.

" Little Katy !
" — he always would

call me so, though, as I sometimes
took the liberty to tell him, I was
very sure I had long left off being

that even if I was not yet quite the

size of some giants I had seen,— " Lit-

tle Katy ! How jolly! 'Fanny?' O,

Fanny's pretty comfortable, — looking

out for you and putting her head out

of the window, I dare say, the minute

my back 's turned. I look to you now
to keep her in order. Baggage ? On-

ly bag? Give it to me. Fool,— now
hand,— there you are !

"

And there I was, — where I was
most glad to be once more, — in his

gig, and driving, in the cool, moist

twilight, down the dear old street,

shaded with dear old elms, with the

golden and amber sunset still glowing

between their dark boughs ; where

every quiet, snug, old wooden house,

with its gables and old-fashioned green

or white front-door with a brass or

bronze knocker, and almost every shop

and sign even, seemed an old friend.

The lingering glow still lay full on

the front of our old home, which now
had " Philemon Physick, M. D." on

the corner. As we stopped before it,

I thought I spied a sweet little watch-

ing face, for one moment, behind a

pane of one of the second-story win-

dows. But if I did, it was gone be-

fore I was sure.

" Here she is !
" called out the Doc-

tor. "Julia! — Wait a minute, Kate,

my dear, — no hurry. Julia !
" Up

he ran, while "Julia" ran down, said

something, in passing, to him on the

stairs, kissed me at the foot three

times over, — affectionately, but as if

to gain time, I thought, — led me into

the parlor to take off my bonnet, and

told me Fanny was not quite ready to

see me just then, but would be, most

likely, in two or three minutes. The
Doctor had gone up to see about it,

and would let me know.
" O, did n't I see her at the window ?

"

" Yes, dear, you did ; and that was
just the trouble. She saw you were

there ; and she was so pleased, it made
her a little faint. The Doctor will give

her something to take ; and as soon as

she is a little used to your being here,

of course you can be with her all the

time."

The Doctor came clown, speaking

cheerily. " She is all right now. Run
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up, as fast as you like, and kiss her,

Kate, my child ; but tell her I forbid

your talking till to-morrow. In five

minutes, by my watch, I shall call

you down to tea ; and when you are

called, you come. That will give her

time to think about it and compose
herself. Julia's help shall stay with

her in the mean while. Afterwards,

you shall share your own old chamber

with her. Julia has it, as usual, all

ready for you. : '

Fanny had sunk back on her white

pillows, upon the little couch before

the window from which she watched

for me. How inspired and beautiful

she looked ! — she who was never

thought of as beautiful before, — the

very transfigured likeness of herself,

as I hope one day to behold her in

glory, — and so like our mother, too !

She lay still, as she had been ordered,

lest she should faint again ; but by
the cheerful lamp that stood on the

stand beside her, I saw her smile as

she had never used to smile. The
eyes, that I left swollen and downcast,

were raised large and bright. But as

she slowly opened her arms and clasped

me to her, I felt tears on my cheek
;

and her voice was broken as she said,

"Katy, Katy! O, thank God! I was

afraid I never should sec you again.

Now I have everything that I want

in the world !

"

It was hard to leave her when I was

called so soon; but she knew that it

was right, and made me go ; and when

I was allowed to return to her, she lay

in obedient but most happy silence for

all the rest of the evening, with those

new splendid eyes fixed on my face,

her dim complexion glowing, and her

hands clasping mine. After I had put

her to bed, and laid myself down in my
own beside her, I felt her reach out of

hers and touch me with a little pat two

or three times, as a child will a new

doll, to make sure that it has not been

merely dreaming of it. At first, I

asked her if she wanted anything ; but

sin- said, "Only to feel that you are

really there"; and when, after a vtiv

s< and and long rest, I awoke, there

was her solemn, peaceful gaze still

watching me, like that of an unsleeping

guardian angel. She had slept too,

however, remarkably long and well,

whether for joy, as she thought, or from
the opium which I had been startled to

see given her the night before. She
said she had had many scruples about
taking it ; but the Doctor insisted

;

and she did not think it her duty on
the whole to make him any trouble by
opposing his -prescriptions, when Ave

owed him so much. Poor Fanny

!

How hard it was for her to owe any
one (i anything, but to love one an-

other."

The Doctor's bulletin that morning
was, " Remarkably comfortable." But
in the forenoon, while Fanny after

breakfast took a nap, I snatched an op-

portunity to cross-question Mrs. Phys-

ick, from whom I knew I could sooner

or later obtain all she knew, — the

sooner it would be, if she had anything

good to tell ; as, in my inexperience, I

was almost sure she must have.

Fanny's " influenza," I now discov-

ered, dated back to May. She kept

her room a few days, did not seem so

ill as many fellow-patients who were

now quite well again, and soon re-

sumed her usual habits, but was never

quite rid of her cough. Two or three

weeks after, there was a Sunday-school

festival in the parish to which we be-

longed. She was called upon to sing

and assist in various ways, over-tasked

her strength, was caught in a shower,

looked very sick, and being, on the

Strength of Mrs. Physick's representa-

tions, formally escorted into the office,

was found to have a quick pulse and

sharp pain in one side. This led to a.

careful examination of the chest, and

the discovery not only of "acute pleu-

risv." but o( "some mischief probably

of longer standing in the lungs." yet

" no mori'." the I >OCtOT said. M than many
people carried about with them all their

lives without knowing it, nor than Oth-

it' circumstances brought it to

light, recovered from by means of good

Care and good spirits, and lived to a

good old a\ r.'"
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" How long ago was that ?
"

" The pleurisy ? About the begin-

ning of June. The Doctor said last

week he 'could scarcely discover a ves-

tige of it.' And now, Katy," continued

kind, cheery Mrs. Fhysick, "you see,

your coming back has put her in the

best of spirits ; and you and the Doc-

tor and I are all going to take the best

of care of her ; and so we may all hope

the best.''

" The best of care " ? Ah, there was
little doubt of that ! But even " good
spirits " ! who could hope to see

Fanny enjoying them for any length

of time, till she had done with time ?

Good, uncomplaining, patient, I had

always seen her,— happy, how seldom !

— when, indeed, till now ? There was

not enough of earth about her for her

to thrive and bloom.

My mother, I believe, used to attrib-

ute in part to Fanny's early training

her early joylessness. In her early

days, — so at least I have understood,

— it was thought right even by some
good people of our " persuasion," to

lose no opportunity of treating the lit-

tle natural waywardnesses of children

with a severity which would now be

called ferocity. Mamma could never

have practised this herself; but per-

haps she suffered it to be practised to

a greater extent than she would have
consented to endure, had she foreseen

the consequences. My poor father must
have been inexperienced, too ; and I

suppose his nerves, between sickness

and poverty, might at times be in such

a state that he scarcely knew what he

did.

I was four years younger than Fan-
ny, and know nothing about it, ex-

cept a very little at second-hand. But
at any rate I have often heard my
mother say, with a glance at her, and
a gravity as if some sad association

enforced the lesson on her mind, that

it was one of the first duties of those

who undertook the charge of children

to watch over their cheerfulness, and a

most important rule, never, if it was
possible to put it off, so much as to rep-

rimand them when one's own balance

was at all disturbed. This was a rule

that she never to my knowledge broke
;

though she was naturally rather a high-

strung person, as I think the pleasant-

est and most generous people one

meets with generally are.

From whatever cause or causes, —
to return to Fanny, — she grew up,

not fierce, sullen, nor yet hypocritical,

but timid and distrustful, miserably

sensitive and anxious, and morbidly

conscientious.

There was another pleasure in store

for her, however ; for, the afternoon

following that of my return, Mrs. Julia,

looking out as usual for her husband,
— with messages from four different

alarmingly or alarmed sick persons, re-

questing him to proceed without delay

in four different directions, — saw him
at length driving down the road with

such unprofessional slowness that she

feared some accident to himself or his

harness. When he came before the

door, the cause appeared. It was a

handsome Bath chair, with a basket of

strawberries on the floor and a large

nosegay on the seat, fastened to the

back of his gig, and safely towed by it.

" What is that for ? " cried I from

Fanny's window.
" Fanny's coach," said he, looking

up. ° Miss Dudley has sent it to be

taken care of for her. She does not

want it herself for the present ; and

you can draw your dolly out in it every

fine day."
" O," cried Fanny, sitting upright on

the couch by the window, — where she

spent the greater part of the day, — to

see for herself, with the tears in her

eyes. " O, how lovely ! That is the

very kindest thing she has done yet

;

— and you don't know how she keeps

sending me everything, Katy !

"

" Miss Dudley ? Who is she ?
"

" O, don't you know ? The great

naturalist's sister. He lives in that

beautiful place, on the shore, in the

large stone cottage. The ground was

broken for it before you went to Green-

ville. She is very sick, I am afraid, —
very kind, I am sure. I never saw her-

She has heard about me. I am afraid
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the Doctor told her. I hope she does

not think I meant he should."'

" Of course, dear, she does not."

" Do you really think so ?
"

"Certainly."
< ; Why ?

"

" Why,— I know I should not like

being begged of in that underhand
way myself; and if I did not like it, I

might send something once, but after

that I should never keep on sending."
" I am very glad you think so ; for I

like her kindness, though I scarcely

like to have her show it in this way,

because I am afraid I can never do
anything for her. But I hope she does

like to send ; for Dr. Physick says she

always asks after me, almost before

he can after her, and looks very much
pleased if she hears that I have been

so. I suppose the Doctor will think

it is too late to take me down to-night.

Katy, don't you want to go and see

the wagon, and tell me about it, and
pour the strawberries into a great dish

on the tea-table, and all of you have

some, and bring up the flowers when
you come back after tea ?

"

When I came back with the flowers,

Fanny smiled rather pensively, and did

not ask me about the chair.

" Fanny," said I, " the Doctor says

you may go out to-morrow forenoon,

and stay as long as you like, if it is

fair ; and the sun is going down as red

as a Baldwin apple. The chair is con-

trived so, with springs and the cush-

ions, that you can lie down in it, as

flat as you do on your sofa, when you

are tired of sitting up."
ik O Katy," cried she, with a little

quiver in her voice, for she was too

weak to bear anything, " I have been

seeing how inconsiderate I was ! To
think of letting you exert and strain

yourself in that way !

"

In came the Doctor, looking saucy.

" Fanny won't go, 1 suppose ? I

thought so. I said so to De Quincey

[his horse], as I drove him down the

street at a creep, sawing his mouth to

keep him from running awav, till he

foamed at it epileptically, while all the

Bit k people were sending north, south,

east, and west after all the other doc-

tors. I hope you won't mention it,

said I to the horse
; but Fanny is al-

ways getting up some kind of a row.

But there is Katy now,— Katy is a

meek person, and always does as she
is bid. She has been cooped up too

much, and bleached her own roses

with teaching the Greenville misses

to sickly o'er with the pale cast of

thought. Katy needs gentle exercise.

So does Deacon Lardner." Deacon
Lardner was the fat inhabitant of the

town, and ill of the dropsy. " I will

send Katy out a-walking, with Deacon
Lardner in Miss Dudley's chair."

I laughed. Fanny smiled. The Doc-
tor saw his advantage, and followed it

up. "Julia, my dear, get my apothe-

cary's scales out of the office. Put an

ounce weight into one, and Fanny into

the other. Then put the ounce weight

into the chair. If Katy can draw that,

she can draw Fanny."

This time, it was poor Fanny who
had the laugh to herself.

The next day, the Doctor carried

her down stairs, as soon as she could

bear it after her breakfast, and left her

on a sofa, in the little parlor, to rest.

About ten o'clock, he came back from

his early rounds. I was dressed and
waiting for him, with Fanny's bonnet

and shawl ready. I put them on her,

while he drew out the chair from its safe

stable in the hall. Once again he took

her up ; and thus by easy stages we
got her into 4i her coach." I pulled,

and he pushed it, "to give me a start."

How easy and light and strong it was !

How delighted were both she and 1 !

Fanny v. .is too easily alarmed to enjoy

(hiving much, even when she was well
;

and she had not walked out for weeks.

During that time, the slow, late spring

had turned into midsummer; and the

mere change from a sick-room to the

fresh, outer world is always so very

great ! For me. it was the first going

abroad since my return to Beverly.

We went in the sun till my charm's

little snowdrop hands were warm, and

then drew up under the shade o( an

elm, on a little airv knoll that com-
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manded a distant view of the sea, and

was fanned by a soft air, which helped

poor Fanny's breathing. She now in-

sisted on my resting myself ; and I

turned the springs back and arranged

the cushions so that she could lie down,

took a new handkerchief of my guar-

dian's from my pocket, and hemmed it,

as I sat at her side on a stone, while

she mused and dozed. When she

awoke, I gave her her luncheon from

a convenient little box in the chair,

and drew her home by dinner-time.

In this way we spent much of the

month of July — shall I say it ? —
agreeably. Nobody will believe it, who
has not felt or seen the marvellous

relief afforded by an entire change of

scene and occupation to a person tried

as I had been. If I had but " one

idea," that idea was now Fanny. In-

stinctively in part, and partly of set

purpose, I postponed to her every oth-

er consideration and thought. It was
delightful to me to be able, in my turn,

to take her to one after another of the

dear old haunts, in wood or on beach,

where she had often led me, when a

child, to play. I always did love to

have something to take care of ; and

the care of Fanny wore upon me lit-

tle. She was the most considerate of

invalids.

Besides, she was better, or at any

rate I thought so, after she began to

go out in Miss Dudley's chair. Her
appetite improved ; her nerves grew
more firm ; and her cough was some-

times so quiet at night that her lauda-

num would stand on her little table in

the morning, just as it was dropped

for her the evening before.

Not only were my spirits amended
by the fresh air in which, by Dr.

Physick's strict orders, I lived with

her through the twenty - four hours,

but my health too. He had declared

her illness to be " probably owing in

great part to the foul atmosphere in

which," he found, " she slept "
; and

now she added that, since she had

known the comfort of fresh air at

night, she should be very sorry ever

to give it up. In windy weather she
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had a large folding-screen, and in raw,

more blankets and a little fire.

Besides the chair, another thing came
in our way which gave pleasure to both

of us, though it was not very pleasant-

ly ushered in, as its pioneer was a long

visit from Fanny's old "Sabbath school-

ma'am," Miss Mehitable Truman, who
would come up stairs. Towards the

close of this visit her errand came
out. It was to inquire whether " Fan-

ny would n't esteem it a privilege to

knit one or two of her sets of toilet

napkins for Miss Mehitable's table at

the Orphans' Fair, jest by little and
little, as she could gether up her failin'

strength." Fanny could not promise

the napkins, since, luckily for her, she

was past speech from exhaustion, as

I was with indignation ; and Miss Tru-

man, hearing the Doctor's boots creak

below, showed the better part of valor,

and departed.

The next day, it rained. We were

kept in-doors ; and Fanny could not

be easy till I had looked up her cot-

ton and knitting-needles. She could

not be easy afterwards, either ; for they

made her side ache ; and when Dr.

Physick paid his morning visit, he

took them away.

I knew she would be sorry to have
nothing to give to that fair. It was
one of the few rules of life which my
mother had recommended us to follow,

never from false shame either to give

or to withhold. "If you are asked to

give," she would say, " to any object,

and are not satisfied that it is a good

one, but give to it for fear that some-

body will think you stingy, that is not

being faithful stewards. But when you

do meet with a worthy object, always

give, if you honestly can. Even if

you have no more than a cent to give,

then give a cent ; and do not care if the

Pharisees see you. That is more than

the poor widow in the Gospels gave "
;

— how fond she always was of that sto-

ry !

— "and you remember who, besides

the Pharisees, saw her, and what he

said ? His objects would not have to

go begging so long as they do now, if

every one would follow her example."
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From pride often, and sometimes from

indolence, I am afraid I had broken

that rule ; but Fanny, I rather think,

never had ; and now I would try to

help her to keep it.

My mother's paint-box was on a

shelf in our closet, with three sheets

of her drawing-paper still in it. Paint-

ing flowers was one of her chief opiates

to lull the cares of her careful life. I

think a person can scarcely have too

many such, provided they are kept in

their proper place. I have often seen

her, when sadly tired or tried, sit down,

with a moisture that was more like rain

than dew in her eyes, and paint it all

away, till she seemed to be looking

sunshine over her lifelike blossoms.

Then she would pin them up against

the wall, for a week or two, for us to

enjoy them with her ; and, afterwards,

she would give them away to any one

who had done her any favor. Her
spirit was in that like Fanny's, — she

shrank so painfully from the weight

of any obligation ! She wished to

teach me to paint, when I was a child.

I wished to learn ; and many of her

directions were still fresh in my mem-
ory. But the inexperienced eye and

uncertain hand of thirteen disheartened

me. I thought I had no talent. My
mother was not accustomed to force

any task upon me in my play-hours.

The undertaking was given up.

But I suppose many persons, like

me not precocious in the nursery or

the school-room, but naturally fond, as

I was passionately, of beautiful forms

and colors, would be surprised, if they

would try their baffled skill again in

aftertimes, to find how much the years

had been unwittingly preparing for

them, in the way of facility and accu-

racy of outline and tint, while they

supposed themselves to be exclusively

occupied with other matters. What
the physiologists call " unconscious

cerebration " has been at work. Scat-

ter the seeds of any accomplishment
in the mind of a little man or woman.
and, even if you leave them quite un-

tended, you may in some after summer
"i autumn and the fruit growing wild.

Accordingly, when, within the last

twelvemonth, I had been called upon
to teach the elements of drawing: in

my school, it astonished me to discov-

er the ease with which I could either

sketch or copy. And now it occurred

to me that perhaps, if I would take

enough time and pains, I could paint

something worthy of a place on Miss
Mehitable's table.

Fanny's gladness at the plan, and
interest in watching the work, in her

own enforced inaction, were at once re-

ward and stimulus. I succeeded, bet-

ter than we either of us expected, in

copying the frontispiece of a ''picture-

book," as Dr. Physick called it. which

he had brought up from his office to

amuse her. It was a scientific volume,

sent him by the author, — an old fellow-

student, — from the other side of the

world. Lovely ferns, flowers, shells,

birds, butterflies, and insects, that sur-

rounded him there, were treated further

on separately, in rigid sequence ; but as

if to make himself amends by a little

play for so much work, he had not been
able to resist the temptation of group-

ing them all together on one glowing

and fascinating page. I framed my
copy as tastefully as I could, in a sim-

ple but harmonious passe-partout, and
sent it to Miss Mehitable, with Fanny's

love. Fanny's gratitude was touching ;

and as for me, I felt quite as if I had

found a free ticket to an indefinitely long

private picture-gallery.

fanny's satisfaction was still more
complete after the fair, when Miss

Mehitable reported that the painting had
brought in what we both thought quite

a handsome sum. "
1 1 was a dreadful

shame," she added, " you had n't sent

two of 'em ; for at noon, while I was

home, jest takin' a bite, my niece,

I.etishy, from \oo York, had another

grand nibble tor that one after 't was

purchased. I.etishy said a kind o'

poor, pale-lookin', quccr-lookin' lady,

who she never saw before, in an ele-

gint camePs-hair,"— (" Poor-looking in

a camel's hair shawl !

" was my inward

ejaculation ;
" don't I wish, ma'am. I

could catch you and ' Letishy ' in my
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composition class, once !
"

) — " she

come up to the table an' saw that, an'

seemed to feel quite taken aback to find

she 'd lost her chance at it. Letishy

showed her some elegint shell-vases with

artificial roses; but that wouldn't do.

I told Letishy," continued Miss Mehit-

able, " that she 'd ought to ha' been

smart an' taken down the lady's name

;

an' then I could ha' got Kathryne to

paint her another. But you mu't do it

now, Kathryne, an' put it up in the

bookseller's winder ; an' then, if she \s

anybody that belongs hereabouts, she '•!

be likely to snap at it, an' the money
can go right into the orphans' fund

all the same."

"Much obliged," thought I, "for the

hint as to the bookseller's shop-win-

dow ; but I rather think that, if the

money comes, the orphan's fund that

it ought to ' go right into ' this time is

Fanny's."

For my orphan's fund from my
months of school-keeping, not ample

when I first came back, was smaller

now. Fanny's illness was necessarily,

in some respects, an expensive one. I

believed, indeed, and do believe, that it

was a gratification to Dr. Physick to

lavish upon her, to the utmost of his

ability, everything that could do her

good, as freely as if she had been his

own child or sister. But it could not

be agreeable to her, while we had a

brother, to be a burden to a man un
connected with us by blood, young in

his profession, though rising, and still

probably earning not very much more
than his wife's and his own daily bread

from day to day, and owing us noth-

ing but a debt of gratitude for another's

kindnesses, which another man in his

place would probably have said that

" he paid as he went."

In plain English, the tie between us

arose simply from the fact that he

boarded with my mother, when he was
a poor and unformed medical student.

He always said that she was the best

friend he had in his solitary youth, and
that no one could tell how different all

his after-life might have been but for

her. She was naturally generous
; yet

she was a just woman ; and I know
that, while we were unprovided for, she

could not have given, as the world ap-

praises giving, much to him. Still "she

did what she could." He paid her his

board ; but she gave him a home.

After she found that his lodgings were

unwarmed, she invited him to share

her fireside of a winter evening; and,

though she would not deprive us of our

chat with one another and with her,

she taught us to speak in low tones,

and never to him, when we saw him at

his studies. When they were over, and
he was tired and in want of some amuse-
ment, she afforded him one at once

cheap, innocent, and inexhaustible, and
sang to him as she still toiled on at her

unresting needle, night after night,

ballad after ballad, in her wild, sweet,

rich voice. He was very fond of music,

though, as he said, he " could only

whistle for it." It wras the custom

then among our neighbors to keep

Saturday evening strictly as a part of

"the Sabbath." It was her half-holi-

day, however, for works of charity and
mercy ; and she would often bid him
bring her any failing articles of his

scanty wardrobe then, and say that she
would mend them for him if he would
read to her. Her taste was naturally

fine, and trained by regular and well-

chosen Sunday reading ; and she had
the tact to select for these occasions

books that won the mind of the intel-

lectual though uncultivated youth by
their eloquence, until they won his heart

by their holiness. Moreover, she had
been gently bred, and could give good
advice, in manners as well as morals,

when it was asked for, and withhold it

when it was not.

The upshot of it all was, that he
loved her like a mother ; and now the

sentiment was deepened by a shade

of filial remorse *vhich I could never

quite dispel, *ough, as often as he
gave me any chance, I tried. The last

year of my mother's life was the first

of his married life. His father-in-law

hired, at the end of the town oppo-
site to ours, a furnished house for him
and his wife. My mother called upon
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her by the Doctor's particular invita-

tion. The visit was sweetly received,

and promptly returned by the bride
;

but she was pretty and popular, and

had many other visits to pay. especial-

ly when she could catch her husband

at leisure to help her. He was seldom

at leisure at all, but, as he self-reproach-

ful ly said, ' v too busy to think except of

his patients and his wife "
; and poor

mamma, with all her real dignity, had

caught something of the shy, retiring

ways of a reduced gentlewoman, and

was, besides, too literally straining ev-

ery nerve to pay off the mortgage on
her half-earned house, so that, if any-

thing happened, she might " not leave

her girls without a home." Therefore

he saw her seldom.

After he heard she was ill, he was
with her daily, and often three or four

times a day ; and his wife came too,

and made the nicest broths and gruels

with her own hands, and begged Fan-

ny not to cry, and cried herself. He
promised my mother that we should

never want, if he could help it, and that

he would be a brother to us both, and

my guardian. She told him that, if

she died, this promise would be the

greatest earthly comfort to her in her

death ; and he answered, " So it will to

me !

"

Then after she was gone, when the

lease of his house was up, as no other

tenant offered for ours, he hired it,

furniture and all, and offered Fanny

and me both a home in it for an indefi-

nite time ; but our affairs were all un-

settled. We knew the rent, as rents

were then, would not pay our expenses

and leave us anything to put by for the

future, which my mother had taught

us always to think of. Therefore I

thought I had better take care of my-

self, as 1 was much the Strongest, and

perfectly able to do so. "And a very

v business you made of it. didn't

you, miss?" reflected and queried I,

parenthetically, as I afterwards re-

views ! these circumstances in my own
mind.

: we had to hope from my
older and our only brother George was.

that he should join us in paying the

interest on the mortgage till real estate

should rise,— as everybody said it

soon must, — and then the rise in rents

should enable us to let the house on
better terms, and thus, by degrees,

clear it of all encumbrances, and have

it quite for our own, to let, sell, or live

in. The worst we had to fear was.

that he would insist on forcing it at

once into the market, at what would be

a great loss to us, and leave us almost

destitute. He was going to be married,

and getting into business, and want-

ed beyond anything else a little ready

money.

He scarcely knew us even by sight.

He had been a sprightly, pretty boy ; and
my mother's aunt's husband, having no
children of his own, offered to adopt

him. Poor mamma's heart was almost

broken ; but I suppose George's noise

must have been very trying to my
father's nerves ; and then he had no
way to provide for him. After she ob-

jected, I have always understood that

my father appeared to take a morbid

aversion to the child, and could scarcely

bear him in his sisrht. So George
seemed likely to be still more unhappy,

and ruined beside, if she kept him at

home. He was a little fellow then, not

more than five years old ; but he cried

for her so long that my great-unele-in-

law was very careful how he let him
have anything to do with her again, till

he had forgotten her
; and little things

taken so early must be expected to fall.

sooner or later, more or less under the

influence of those who have them in

charge.

Poor mamma died without making a

regular will. It was not the custom at

that time for women to be taught so

much about business even as they are

now. She thought, if she did make a

will before she could pay off the debt

on the house, .she should have to ir

another afterwards, and that then there

would be double lawyers 1

fees to deduct
from the little she would have to have
us. After she found out that she

dangerously sirk. she was verv anxious

to make her will, whenever she was in
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her right mind ; but that went and

came so, that the Doctor, and a lawyer

whom he brought to see her, said that

no disposition she might make could

stand in court, if any effort were made
to break it. All that could be done

was to take down, as she was able to

dictate it, an affectionate and touching

letter to George.

In this she begged him to remember
how much greater his advantages, and

his opportunities of making a living,

were than ours, and besought him to

do his best to keep and increase for us

the pittance she had toiled so hard to

earn, and to take nothing from it unless

a time should come when he was as

helpless as we.

Two copies of this letter were made,

signed, sealed, and witnessed. One I

sent to George, enclosed with an ear-

nest entreaty from Fanny and myself,

that he would come and let mam-
ma see him once again, before she

died, if, as we feared, she must die.

We had asked him to come before.

He answered our letter — not our

mother's — rather kindly, but very

vaguely, putting off his visit, and say-

ing, that he could not for a moment suf-

fer himself to believe that she would

not do perfectly well, if we did not

alarm her about herself, nor worry her

with business when she was not in a

state for it. His reply was handed me
before her, unluckily. She wished to

hear it read, and seemed to lose heart

and grow worse from that time.

Thus then matters stood with us that

July. The sale of our house was pend-

ing— over our kind host's head too !

It was plain to me that George would
not, and that Dr. Physick should not,

bear the charge of Fanny's mainte-

nance. So far and so long as I could,

I would.

In the mean time, no further exami-

nation was made of her lungs. The
Doctor's report was often " Remarkably
comfortable," and never anything worse
than, " Well, on the whole, taking one
time with another, I don't see but she 's

about as comfortable as she has been."

I was, of course, inexperienced. I was

afraid that, if she improved no faster, I

should be obliged to leave her, when I

went away to work for her again at the

end of the summer vacation, still very

feeble, a care to others, and pining for

my care. That was my nearest and

clearest fear.

But what did Fanny think ? I hope,

the truth ; and on one incident, in chief,

I ground my hope. One beautiful day
— the last one in July— she asked me
if I should be willing to draw her to

our mother's grave. There could be
but one answer ; though I had not

seen the spot since the funeral. Fan-

ny looked at it with more than calm-

ness, — with the solemn irradiation of

countenance which had during her ill-

ness become her most characteristic ex-

pression. She desired me to help her

from her chair. She lay at her length

upon the turf, still and observant, as if

calculating. Then she spoke.
" Katy, dear," said she, very tender-

ly and softly, as if she feared to give

me pain, " I have been thinking some-
times lately, that, if anything should

ever happen to either of us, the other

might be glad to know what would be
exactly the wishes of the one that was
gone — about our graves. Suppose
we choose them now, while we are

here together. Here, by mamma, is

where I should like to lie. See, I will

lay two red clovers for the head, and a

white one for the foot. And there, on
her other side, is just such a place for

you. Should you like it ?— and— shall

you remember ?

"

I found voice to say " Yes," and said

it firmly.

" And then," added she, after a short,

deliberating pause, during which she,

with my assistance, raised herself to sit

on the side of the chair with her feet

still resting on the turf, " while we are

upon the subject,— one thing more. If

I should be the first to go,— nobody
knows whose turn may come the first,

— then I should like to have you do —
just what would make you happiest

;

but I dorft like mourning. I shouldn't

luish to have it worn for me. My feel-

ings about it have all changed since
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we made it for mamma. It seemed as

if we were only working at a great black

wall for our minds to have to break

through, every time they yearned to go

back into the past and sit with her. It

was as if the things she chose for us,

and loved to see us in, were part of her

and of her life with us, — as if she

would be able still to think of us in

them, and know just how we looked.

And it seemed so strange and unsym-

pathizing in us, that, when we loved

her so, we should go about all muf-

fled up in darkness, because our God
was clothing her in liirht !

"

I answered, — rather slowly and

tremulously this time, I fear,— that I

had felt so too.

" Then, Katy," resumed she, plead-

ingly, as she leaned back in her usual

attitude in the chair, and made a sign

that I might draw her home, " we will

not either of us wear it for the other,—
without nor within either, will we?—
any more than we can help. Don't you

remember what dear mamma said once,

when you had made two mistakes in

your lessons at school, and lost a prize,

and took it hard, and somebody was
teasing you, with making very light of

it, and telling you to think no more about

it ? You were very sorry and a little

offended, and said, you always chose

not to be hoodwinked, but to look at

things on all sides and in the face.

Mamma smiled, and said, 'It is good

and brave to look all trials in the face
;

but among the sides, never forget the

bright side, little Katy.' If I had my
life to live over again, I would try to

mind her more in that. She always

said, there lay my greatest fault. I

hope and think God has forgiven me,

because he makes it so easy for me to

be cheerful now."
" Fanny," said I, as we drew near

the house, " things in this world arc

Strangely jumbled. Here are you, with

your character, to wit. that of a little

saint, if you will have the goodness to

overlook my saying so, and somebody
el e's conscience. I have no doubt
th.it, while you are rcpnui hing vour-

sclf first for this, then for that and the

Other, the said somebody else is sin-

ning away merrily, somewhere among
the antipodes or nearer, without so

much as a single twinge."

Smiling, she shook her head at me
;

and that was all that passed. She was
as cheerful as I tried to be. With re-

gard to the other world, she seemed
to have attained unto the perfect love

that casteth out fear ; and I believe

her only regret in leaving this lower

one for it was that she could not take

me with her. In fact, throughout her

illness, her freedom from anxiety about

its symptoms — not absolute, but still

in strong contrast with her previous

tendencies — appeared to her physi-

cian, as he acknowledged to me after-

wards, even when he considered the

frequent flattering illusions of the dis-

ease, a most discouraging indication as

to the case. But to her it was an infi-

nite mercy ; and to me, to have such

glimpses to remember of her already

in possession of so much of that peace

which remaineth unto the people of

God.

As the dog-days drew on, a change

came, though at first a verv gentle one

to her, if not to me. She slept more,

ate less, grew so thin that she could

no more bear the motion of her little

wagon, and begged that it might be

returned, because it tired her so to

think of it.

Then word came that our house was
advertised to be sold, unconditionally,

at an early day. To move her in that

state.— how dreadful it would be! I

did not mean to let her know anything

about it until I must : but Miss Me-
hitable, always less remarkable lor tact

than for good-will, blurted it out before

her.

I lei- brows contracted with a mo-
ment's look of pain. "0 Katy." she

whispered. "I am sorry! That must

make you very anxious";— and then

she went to sleep.

Evidently it did not make her verv

anxious, as I knew that it would have

done as lately even as two or three

months before. What was the reme-

dy? Approaching death. Well, death.
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was approaching me also, as steadily,

if not so nearly ; and, after her exam-

ple, my thoughts took such a fore-

taste of that anodyne that, as I sat and

gazed on her unconscious, placid face,

all terrors left me, and I was strength-

ened to pray, and to determine to

look to the morrow with only so much
thought as should enable me to bring

up all my resources of body and mind

to meet it as I ought, and to leave the re-

sult, unquestioned, quite in God's hand.

The result was an entire relief to

her last earthly care. The appointed

day came. The matter took wind.

None of our townspeople appeared, to

bid against my guardian ; but enough

of them were on the spot " to see fair

play," or, in other words, to advance

for him whatever sum he might stand

in need of; and the house was knocked

down to him at a price even below its

market value. He paid the mortgagee

and George their due by the next mail,

but left my title and Fanny's as it was,

not to be settled till I came of age.

These details would only have wor-

ried and wearied her ; but the auction-

eer's loud voice had hardly died away,

or the gathered footsteps scattered from

the door, when the Doctor came to her

chamber, flushed with triumph, to tell

us that " Nobody now could turn us

out ; and everything was arranged for

us to stay." Fanny looked brightly up

to him, and answered :
" Now I shall

scarcely know what more to pray for,

but God's reward for you." And most
of all I thank Him for that news, be-

cause her last day on this earth was
such a happy one.

The next morning, just at dawn, she

waked me, saying, " O Katy, tell the

Doctor I can't breathe !

"

I sprang up, raised her on her pil-

lows, and called him instantly.

She stretched out her hand to him,

and gasped, " O Doctor, I can't

breathe ! Can't you do anything to

help me ?
"

He felt her pulse quickly, looking at

her, and said, very tenderly, " Have
some ether, P'anny. I will run and
bring it." Throwing wider open every

window that he passed, he hurried

clown to the office and back with the

ether.

Eagerly, though with difficulty, she

inhaled it ; and it relieved her. I sat

and watched her, silent, with her hand
in mine.

Presently the door behind me opened
softly, as if somebody was looking in.

" My dear," said the Doctor, turning

his head, and speaking very earnestly,

though in a low voice, " I ivo7ild n't

come here. You can do no good."

But presently his wife came in, in her

dressing-gown, very pale, and sat by
me and held the hand that was not

holding Fanny's.

And next I knew they thought she

would not wake ; and then the short

breath stopped. And now it was my
turn to stretch out my hands to him
for help ; but, looking at me, he burst

into tears, as he had not when he looked

at Fanny ; and I knew there was no
breath more for her, nor any ether for

me. I did not want to go to sleep,

because / should have to wake again
;

but his wife was sobbing aloud. I

knew how dreadful such excitement

was for her ; and so I had to do just

as they wished me to, and let them
lead me out and lock the door, and

lay down on a bed and shut my
eyes.
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PROTON EIRON.

DECEMBER 9, I 864.

"And in that sleep of death what dreams may come."

THE unresting lines, where oceans end,

Are traced by shifting surf and sand
;

As pallid, moonlit fingers blend

The dreamlight of the ghostly land.

No eye can tell where Love's last ray

Fades to the sky of colder light
;

No ear, when sounds that vexed the day

Cease mingling with the holier night.

As bells, which long have failed to swing

In lonely towers of crumbling stone,

Through far eternal spaces ring,

With semblance of their ancient tone.

The lightning, quivering through the cloud,

Weaves warp and woof from sky to earth,

In mist that seems a mortal's shroud,

In light that hails an angel's birth.

Thought vainly strives, with life's dull load,

To mount through ether rare and thin
;

Fond eyes pursue the spirit's road

To heaven, and dimly gaze therein.

In battle's travail-hour, a host

Writhes in the throes of deadly strife.

One flash ! One groan ! A startled ghost

Is born into the eternal life.

Dear wife and children ! Now I fly

Forth from my soldier camp to you !

Blue ridge and river hurry by

My weary eyes, in quick review.

Long have I waited. How and when

My furlough came is mystery.

I dreamed of charging with my men, —
A dream of glorious history !

To you I fly on Love's strong wing
;

My courser needs no armed heel :

And yet anew the bugles ring.

And wake me to the crash o( steel.
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In fiercer rush of hosts again

My dripping sabre seeks the front.

Spur your mad horses ! Forward, men !

Meet with your hearts the battle's brunt.

Tricolor, flaunt ! And trumpet-blare,

Scream louder than the bursting shell,

And thundering hoofs, that shake the air,

Trembling above that surging hell !

In carbine smoke and cannon flash,

Like avalanches twain, we meet

;

One gasp ! we spur ; one stab ! we crash

And trample with the iron feet.

I dream / My tiercepoint smote them through,

My sabre buried to my hand !

And yet unchecked those horsemen flew,

And still I grasp my phantom brand !

Our chargers, which like whirlwinds bore

Us onward, lie all stiff and stark !

Black Midnight's feet wait on the shore,

To bear me— where ? Where all is dark.

And still I hear the faint recall !

My senses, — have they dropped asleep?

I see a soldier's funeral pall,

And there my wife and children weep !

Sobs break the air, below the cloud

;

And one pure soul, of love and truth,

Is folding in a mortal shroud

Her quivering wings of Hope and Youth.

Ye of the sacred red right hand,

Who count, around our camp-fire light,

Dear names within the shadowy land,

Why do ye whisper mine to-night ?

Where am I ? Am I? Trumpet notes

Still mingle with a dreamy doubt

Of Where ? and Whither ? Music floats,

As when camp-lights are going out.

Like saintly eyes resigned to Death,

Like spirit whispers from afar,

The sighing bugle yields its breath,

As if it wooed a dying star.
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Draped in dark shadows, widowed Night

Weeps, on new graves, with chilly tears
;

Beyond strange mountain-tops, the light

Is breaking from the immortal years.

A rhythm, from the unfathomed deep

Of God's eternal stillness, sings

My wondering, trembling soul to sleep,

While angels lift it on their wings.

THE PROGRESS OF PRUSSIA.

THE changes that have taken place

in Europe in the last twenty years

are of a most comprehensive character,

and as strange as comprehensive ; and

their consequences are likely to be as

remarkable as the changes themselves.

In 1846 Russia was the first power of

Europe, and at a great distance ahead

of all other members of the Pentar-

chy. She retained the hegemony
which she had acquired by the events

of 1812- 1814, and by the great display

of military force she had made in 1815,

when 160,000 of her troops were re-

viewed near Paris by the sovereigns

and other leaders of the Grand Alliance

there assembled after the second and
final fall of the first Napoleon. Had
Alexander I. reigned long, it is prob-

able that his eccentricities — to call

them by no harder name — would have

operated to deprive Russia of her su-

premacy ; but Nicholas, though he might

never have raised his country so high

as it was carried by his brother, was

exactly the man to keep the power he

had inherited, — and to keep it in the

only way in which it was to be kept,

namely, by increasing it. Phis he had

done, and great success had waited on

most of his undertakings, while in none

had he encountered failure calculated

to attract the world's attention. Eng-
land had in some sense shared men's
notice with Russia immediately after

the settlement of Europe. The "crown-

ing carnage, Waterloo," was considered

her work ; and, as the most decisive bat-

tle since Philippi, it gave to the victor

in it an amount of consideration that

was equal to that which Napoleon him-

self had possessed in 181 2. But this

consideration rapidly passed away, as

England did nothing to maintain her

influence on the Continent, while Rus-

sia was constantly busy there, and

really governed it clown to the French

Revolution of 1830 ; and her power

was not much weakened even by the

fall of the elder Bourbons, with whom
the Czar had entered into a treaty that

had for one of its ends the cession to

France of those very Rhenish provinces

of which so much has been said in the

course of the present year. Russia

was victorious in her conflicts with the

Persians and the Turks, and the battle

of Navarino really had been fought in

her interest,— blindly by the English,

but intelligently by the French, who
were willing that she should plant the

double-headed eagle on the Bospo-

rus, provided the lilies should be plant-

ed on the Rhine. It" the tall oi the

Bourbons in France, and the tall o\ the

Tories in England, weakened Russia's

influence in Western Europe, those

events had the effect of drawing Aus-

tria and Prussia nearer to her. and ol

reviving something of the spirit of the

Holy Alliance, which had lost much
of its Strength from the early death of
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Alexander. Russia had her own way
in almost every respect; and in 1846

Nicholas was almost as powerful a

ruler as Napoleon had been a genera-

tion earlier, with the additional advan-

tage of being a legitimate sovereign,

who could not be destroyed through

the efforts of any coalition. Three

years later he saved Austria from de-

struction by his invasion of Hungary,
— an act of hard insolence, which quite

reconciles one to the humiliation that

overtook him five years later. He was
then so powerful that the reactionists

of the West cried for Russian cannon,

to be used against the Reds. There

was no nation to dispute the palm with

Russia. England was supposed to be

devoted to the conversion of cotton

into calico, and to be ruled in the

spirit of the Manchester school. She
had retired into her shell, and could

not be got out of it. Austria was
thinking chiefly of Italy, and of be-

coming a naval power by incorporat-

ing that Peninsula into her empire.

Prussia was looked upon as nothing

but a Russian outpost to the west, and
waiting only to be used by her mas-

ter. France had not recovered from

her humiliation of 1814-15, and never

would recover from it so long as she

warred only at barricades or in Bar-

bary. Russia was supreme, and most
men thought that supreme she would
remain.

Thus stood matters down to 1853.

Early in that year the Czar entered on
his last quarrel with the Turks, whose
cause was espoused by England, partly

for the reason that Russian aggrandize-

ment in the East would be dangerous

to her interests, but more on the ground
that she had become weary of submis-

sion to that arrogant sovereign who
was in the habit of giving law to the

Old World. Russia's ascendency,

though chiefly the work of England,

was more distasteful to the English

than it was to any other European peo-

ple, — more than it was to the French,

at whose expense it had been founded
;

and had Nicholas made overtures to the

latter, instead of making them to Eng-

land, it is very probable he would have

accomplished his purpose. But he de-

tested Napoleon III., and he was at no

pains to conceal his sentiments. This

was the one great error of his life.

The French Emperor had two great

ends in view : first, to get into respect-

able company ; and, secondly, to make
himself powerful at home, by obtaining

power and influence for France abroad.

Unaided, he could accomplish neither

end ; and Nicholas and Victoria were

the only two sovereigns who could be

of much use to him in accomplishing

one or both. Had Nicholas been gra-

cious to him, had he, in particular,

made overtures to him, he might

have had the Emperor almost on his

own terms ; for the French disliked

the English, and they did not dislike

the Russians. Everything pointed to

renewal of that " cordial understand-

ing" between Russia and France which

had existed twenty-five years earlier,

when Charles X. was king of France,

and which, had there been no Revo-
lution of July, would have given to

Russia possession of Constantinople,

and to the French that roc's egg of

theirs, the left bank of the Rhine. But
prosperity had been fatal to the Czar.

He could not see what was palpable to

everybody else. He allowed his feel-

ings to get the better of his judgment.

He treated Napoleon III. with less

consideration than he treated the Turk-

ish Sultan ; and Napoleon actually was
forced to teach him that a French

ruler was a powerful personage, and

that the days of Louis Philippe were

over forever. If not good enough to

help Russia spoil Turkey, the Czar

must be taught he was good enough

to help England prevent the spoliating

scheme. France and England united

their forces to those of Turkey, and

were joined by Sardinia. Russia was

beaten in the war, on almost all its

scenes. The world ascribed the result

to Napoleon III. France carried off

the honors of the war, and of spoil there

was none. The Peace of Paris, which
terminated the contest, was the work
of Napoleon. He dictated its terms,
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forcing them less on his enemy than on

his allies.

As Russia's leadership of Europe

had come from success in war, and had

been maintained by subsequent suc-

cesses of the Russian armies, — in

Persia, in Turkey, in Poland, and else-

where, — it followed that that leader-

ship was lost when the fortune of war

changed, and those armies were beaten

on every occasion where they met the

Allies. No military country could stand

up erect under such crushing blows as

had been delivered at the Alma, at

Inkermann, at the Tchernaya, and at

Sebastopol, not to name lesser Allied

successes, or to count the victories of

the Turks. Nicholas died in the course

of the war, falling only before the uni-

versal conqueror. His successor sub-

mitted to the decision of the sword,

and in fact performed an act of abdi-

cation inferior only to that executed by
Napoleon. France stepped into the

vacant leadership, and held it for ten

years. Subsequent events confirmed

and strengthened the French hegemo-
ny. The Italian war, waged by the Em-
peror in person, had lasted only about

as many months as the Russian war did

years, and yet it had proved far more

damaging to Austria than the other had

proved to Russia. The mere loss of

territory experienced by Austria, though

not small, was the least of the adverse

results to her. Her whole Italian

scheme was cut through and utterly

ruined ; and it was well understood

that the days of her rule over Venetia

were destined to be as few as they were

evil. For what she then did, France

received Savoy and Nice, which formed

by no means a great price for her all

but inestimable services, — services by

no means to be ascertained, if we would

know their true value, by what was

done in 1859. France created the King-

dom of Italy. After making the am-

plest allowance for what was effected

by Cavour, by Garibaldi, by Victor

Emanuel, and by the Italian people, it

must be 1 lear to every one that nothing

could have been cl'fei ted toward the

overthrow of Austrian domination in

Italy but for the action of French armies

in that country. That the Emperor
meant what he wrought is very unlike-

ly ; but after the events of 1S59 •* was
impossible to prevent the construction

of the kingdom of Italy ; and the French-

man had to consent to the completion

of his own work, though he did so on

some occasions with extreme reluc-

tance,— not so much from the dictation

of his own feelings, as from the aversion

which the French feel for the Italian

cause, and which is so strong, and so

deeply shared by the military, that it

was with difficulty the soldiers in the

camp of Chalons were prevented get-

ting up an illumination when news
reached them of the battle of Custozza,

the event of which was so disastrous to

Italy, and would have been fatal to her

cause, had not that been vindicated and
established by Prussian genius and
valor on the remote fields of Germany
and Bohemia. The descendants of

men who fought under Arminius saved

the descendants of the countrymen of

Varus. Those persons who have con-

demned the Frenchman's apparently

singular course toward Italy on some
occasions, have not made sufficient

allowance for the dislike of almost all

classes of his subjects for the Italians.

The Italian war was unpopular, and

the Russian war was not popular.

While the French have been pleased

by the military occurrences that make
up the histories of those wars, they

were by no means pleased by the wars

themselves, and they do not approve

them even at this day : and the extraor-

dinary events of the current year are

not at all calculated to make them

popular in France : for it is not difficult

to see that there IS a close connection

between the establishment of the King-

dom of Italv and the elevation of Prus-

sia to the first place in Europe
;
and

Prussia is the power most abhorred by

the French. So intense is French ha-

tred of Prussia, thai it is not too much

to Say that, last summer, the French

would almost as lief have seen the

Russians ID Paris as the Prussians in

Vienna.
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At the middle of last June the lead-

ership of Europe — Frenchmen said

of the world — was in the hands of

France ; and that such was France's

place was the work of Napoleon III.

The Emperor had been successful in

all his undertakings, with one excep-

tion. His Mexican business had proved

a total failure ; but this had not in-

jured him. Americans thought differ-

ently, some of us going so far as to sup-

pose the fall of Maximilian's shaky

throne would involve that of the solid

throne of Napoleon. No such thing.

The great majority of Frenchmen know
little and care less about the Mexican
business. Intelligent Frenchmen regret

the Emperor's having taken it up; but

they do so because of the expenditure

it has involved, and because they have

learnt from their country's history that

it is best for her to keep out of that

colonizing pursuit which has so many
charms for the Emperor,— perhaps be-

cause of his Dutch origin. There is

something eminently ridiculous about

French colonization, which contrasts

strangely with the robust action of the

English. The Emperor seems to be-

lieve in it, — an instance of weakness

that places him, on one point at least,

below common men, most of whom
laugh at his doings in regard to Mexico.

If report does him no injustice, he

thinks his Mexican undertaking the

greatest thing of his reign. What,
then, is the smallest thing of that reign ?

It is somewhat strange that this im-

mense undertaking should not have

been practicable till some time after the

United States had become involved in

civil war, that tasked all American en-

ergies, and did not permit any atten-

tion to be paid to Napoleon's action

in Mexico.

Whether wise or foolish, Napoleon's

interference in Mexican affairs had not

weakened his power or lessened his in-

fluence in the estimation of Europe.

Five months ago he was at the head
of the European world. His position

was quite equal to that which Nicho-

las held thirteen years earlier. If any

change in his condition was looked for,

it was sought in the advance of his

greatness, not in the chance of his

foil. The general, the all but univer-

sal sentiment was, that during Napo-

leon III.'s life France's lead must be

accepted ; and that, if that life should

be much extended, France's power

would be greatly increased, and that

Belgium and the Rhine country might

become hers at no distant day. It is

true that, long before the middle of

June, the course of events indicated

the near approach of war ; but it was
commonly supposed that the chief re-

sult of such war would be to add to

the greatness and glory of France.

That was about the only point on

which men were agreed with respect

to the threatened conflict. Prussia

and Italy might overthrow the Aus-

trian empire ; but most probably Aus-

tria, aided by most of Germany, would

defeat them both, her armies rendez-

vousing at Berlin and Milan ; and

then would Napoleon III., bearing

"the sword of Brennus," come in,

and save the Allies from destruction,

who would gratefully reward him,— the

one by ceding the Rhenish provinces,

and the other the island of Sardinia,

to France. Such was the programme
laid out by most persons in Europe
and America, and probably not one

person in a hundred thought it possi-

ble for Prussia to succeed. Even most
of those persons who were not over-

crowed by Austria's partisans and ad-

mirers did not dream that she would
be conquered in a week, but thought

it would be a more difficult matter for

General Benedek to march from Prague
to Berlin than was generally supposed,

and that such march would not exactly

be of the nature of a military prome-
nade. That the French Emperor shared

the popular belief, is evident from his

conduct. He never would have al-

lowed war to break out, if he had sup-

posed it would lead to the elevation of

Prussia to the first place in Europe,

—

a position held by himself, and which
he had no desire to vacate. It was in

his power to prevent the occurrence of

war down almost to the very hour when
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the Diet of the Germanic Confedera-

tion afforded to Prussia so plausible a

ground for setting her armies in mo-

tion, by adopting a course that bore

some resemblance to the old process

of putting a disobedient member under

the ban of the Empire. Prussia would

not have gone to war with Austria, had

she not been assured of the Italian al-

liance, — an alliance that would not only

be useful in keeping a large portion of

Austria's force in the south, but would

prevent that power from purchasing

Italian aid by the cession of Venetia

;

for so angry were the Austrians with

Prussia, that it was quite on the cards

that they might become the friends

of Italy, if she would but help them

against that nation whose exertions

in 1859 had prevented Venetia from

following the fate of Lombardy.

As Prussia would not have made war

in 1866 without having secured the as-

sistance of Italy, so was it impossible

for Italy to form an alliance with Prus-

sia without the consent of France be-

ing first had and obtained. Napoleon

III. possessed an absolute veto on the

action of the Italian government, and

had he signified to that government

that an alliance with Prussia could

not meet with his countenance and

approval, no such alliance ever would

have been formed, or even the propo-

sition to form it have been taken in-

to serious consideration by the Cabi-

net of Florence. Victor Emanuel II.

would have dared no more to attack

Francis Joseph, without the consent of

Napoleon III., than Carthage durst

have attacked Masinissa without the

consent of Rome. Prussia was not

under the supervision of France, and

was and is the only great European

nation which had not then, as she lias

not since, been made to feel the weight

of his power; but it may be doubted,

without the slightest intention to im-

peach her courage, if she would have

resolved upon war had she been con-

vinced that France was utterly opposed
to such resolution, and was prepared to

show that the Empire w.is for peace by

making war to preserve it. The opin-

ion was quite common, as matters be-

came more and more warlike with each

succeeding day, that the course of Prus-

sia had been fixed upon and mapped
out by Count Bismark and Napoleon
III., and that the former had received

positive assurances that his country

should not undergo any reduction of

territory should the fortune of war go
against her ; in return for which he

had agreed to such a " rectification of

the French frontier " as should be

highly pleasing to the pride of French-

men, and add greatly to the glory and

the dignity of their Emperor. When
news came that Napoleon III., after

peace had been resolved upon, had

asked for the cession of certain Rhen-

ish territory,* the demand was sup-

posed to have been made in conse-

quence of an understanding entered

into before the war by the courts of

Paris and Berlin. There was nothing

unreasonable in this supposition ; for

Napoleon III. was so bent upon ex-

* Exactly what it was Napoleon III. asked of

Prussia we never have seen stated by any authority

that we can quite trust. The London Times, which

is likely to be well informed on the subject, assu

in its issue of August nth, that the Emperor asked of

Prussia the restoration of the French frontier of 181 4,

— meaning the French frontier as it was fixed by the

Treaty of Paris, on the 30th of May, immed
after the fall of Napoleon I. If this is the correct

intcqirctation of Napoleon's demand, he asked for

very little. The Treaty of Paris took from France

nearly all the conquests made by tl and
the Empire, leaving her only a few places 0:1 the side

..f Germany, a little territory near Geneva, portions

of Savoy, and the Vcnaissin. After the sec ind

conquest of France, most of these remnants of her

conquests were taken from her. \ I III,

h.i-> regained what was then lost of Savoy, and he

seems t<> have sought from Prussia the restoration

of that whi( li v. as lost on the side of Germany, most

i.\f which was given to Bavaria and Belgium, and
the remainder to Prussia herself. What Prussia

holds, h<- Supposed she COUld cede to France: and

as ti. Bavaria, he may ha\e argued that Prussia was

in such position with regai I I 1 thai kingdom

make her will law t.< its government I'm how could

n of vi hat B< Igium holds i

of his attempt, the French Ei

been I
;>ains t.> assure the Kin.; ol th

igns on his territory : and

..- must 1
h.ad none when he

propound -d hi- demand to Prussia. It may b

ed, that the cession "f the Prussian portion oi the

spoil of iis had been a mbjectof speculation, and

aething like negotiation, wax be-

tween Pni -a an 1 Austria was lUppOSCd to be

possible.
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tending the boundaries of France, and

was so entirely master of the situation,

and his friendship was so necessary

to Prussia, that it was reasonable to

suppose he had made a good bargain

with that power. Probably, when the

secret history of the war shall be pub-

lished, it will be seen that an under-

standing did exist between Prussia

and France, and that Napoleon III.,

in August, asked for no more than it

had been agreed he should have, in

June, or May, or even earlier. Why,
then, did Prussia give so firm but civil

a negative in answer to his demand ?

and how was it that he submitted with

so much of meekness to her refusal,

even attributing his demand to the

pressure of French public opinion,

which is no more strongly expressed

in 1866 in favor of the acquisition of

the Rhine country, than it has been in

almost any year since that country was

lost, more than half a century since ?

The answer is easy. Prussia, no mat-

ter what her arrangement with France

before the war, durst not pass over to

the latter a solitary league of German
territory. Her victories had so exalted

German sentiment that she could not

have her own way in all things. She
was, on one side, paralyzed by the

unexpected completeness of her mili-

tary successes, which had brought very

near all Germany under her eagles

;

for all Germans saw at once that she

had obtained that commanding position

from which the dictation of the unity

of their country was not only a pos-

sibility, but something that could be

accomplished without much difficulty.

What Victor Emanuel II. and Count
Cavour had been to Italy, William I.

and Count Bismark could be to Aus-
tria, with this vast difference in favor

of the Prussian sovereign and states-

man,— that their policy could not be
dictated, nor their action hampered,
by a great foreign sovereign, who ruled

a people hostile to the unity of every

European race but themselves. It was
impossible even to take into consider-

ation any project that looked to the

dismemberment of Germany, at a time

when even Southern Germans were

ready to unite with Prussia, because

she was the champion of German uni-

ty, and was in condition to make her

championship effectual. Napoleon III.

saw how matters were, and, being a

statesman, he did not hesitate, at the

risk of much loss of influence, to ad-

mit a fact the existence of which could

not be denied, and which operated with

overwhelming force against his inter-

ests both as an emperor and as a

man. That he may have only de-

ferred a rupture with Prussia is proba-

ble enough, for it is not to be assumed
that he is ready to cede the first place

in Europe to the country most disliked

by his subjects, and which refuses to

cede anything to him. But he must
have time in which to rearm his in-

fantry, and to place in their hands a

weapon that shall be to the needle-

gun what the needle-gun* is to the

Austrian muzzle-loader. He has post-

poned action ; but that he has definite-

ly abandoned the French claim to the

left bank of the Rhine it would be

hazardous to assert. There are re-

ports that a conference of the chief

European powers will be held soon,

and that by that body something will

be done with respect to the French
claim that will prove satisfactory to

all parties. It would be a marvellous

body, should it accomplish so miracu-

lous a piece of business. The matter

is in fair way to disturb the peace of

Europe before Sadowa shall have be-

* There has been as much noise made over the

needle-gun as by that famous and fascinating

slaughter weapon
; yet it is by no means an arm of

tender years. It had been known thirty years when
the recent war began, and it had been amply tested

in action seventeen years before it was first directed

against the Austrians, not to mention the free use

that had been made of it in the Danish war. Much
that has been said of its character and capabilities

since last June was said in 1849, and can be found

in publications of that year. The world had forgot-

ten it, and also that Prussia could fight. Nicholas

von Dreyse, inventor of the needle-gun. is now living,

at the age of seventy-eight. The thought of the in-

vention occurred to him the day after the battle of

Jena, in iSo5. Some six or seven years since, we
read, in an English work, an elaborate argument to

show that, in a great war, Prussia must be beaten,

because she had no experienced commanders !— like

Benedek and Clam-Gallas, for example.
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come as old a battle as we now rate

Solferino.

We do not assert that there was

an understanding between France and

Prussia last spring, and that Prussia

went to war because that arrangement

assured her against loss ; but we think

there is nothing irrational in the popu-

lar belief in the existence of such an

understanding, and that nothing has oc-

curred since the middle of June that ren-

ders that belief absurd. The contrary

belief makes a fool of Napoleon III.,

— a character which not even the Em-
peror's enemies have attributed to him

since he became a successful man.

War began on the 15th of June, the

day after that on which that bungling

body, the Bund, under Austrian influ-

ence, had resort to overt measures

against Prussia, which had suffered for

some time from its covert measures.

The Germanic Confederation ceased to

exist on the 14th of June, having com-

pleted its half-century, with a little time

to spare. The declarations of war that

appeared on the 18th of June,— the an-

niversary of Fehrbellin, Kolin, and Wa-
terloo, all great and decisive Prussian

battles, and two of them Prussian vic-

tories, or victories which Prussians

aided in winning, — the declarations of

war, we say, were mere formalities, and

as such they were regarded. Prussia's

first open operation was taken three

days before, when she invaded Saxony,

— a country in which the Austrians,

had they been wise, would have had at

least a hundred thousand men within

twenty-four hours after the action of the

Diet. Prussia had been prepared for

war for some weeks, perhaps months,

while we arc assured that Austria's

preparations were far from complete ;

from which, supposing the statement

correct, the inference is drawn that she

did not expect Prussia to push mat-

ters to extremity. It is more likely

that she fell into the usual error of all

proud egotists, — that of estimating the

capacity of a foe by her own. We can-

not think SO poorly of Austrian states-

men and generals as to conclude that

they did not see war was inevitable in

the latter part of May, which gave them
three weeks to mass their troops so

near the Saxon frontier as would have

enabled them to cross it in a few hours

after the Diet had given itself up to

their direction, before the world. As
the Diet never durst have acted thus

without Austria's direct sanction, Aus-
tria must have known that war was at

hand, and she should have prepared for

its coming. Probably -she did make
all the preparation she thought neces-

sary, she supposing that Prussia would

be as slow as herself, because believing

that her best was the best thing in the

world. This error was the source of

all her misfortunes. She applied to the

military art. in this age of railways and
electric telegraphs, principles and prac-

tices that were not even of the first

merit in much earlier and very differ-

ent times. She was not aware that the

world had changed. Prussia was thor-

oughly aware of it, and acted according-

ly. She was all vivacity and alertness,

and hence her success. In nineteen

days, counting from the morning of

June 15th, she had accomplished that

which almost all men in other countries

had deemed impossible. While for-

eigners were speculating as to the num-
ber of days Benedek would require to

reach Berlin, and wondering whether

he would proceed by the Silesian or

the Saxon route, the Prussians were

routing him, taking Prague, and march-

ing swiftly toward Vienna. The con-

tending armies first "felt" one another

on the 26th of June, in a small affair at

Liebenau, in which the Prussians were

victorious. The next day there was

another -affair,'* of larger proportions,

at Podal, with the same result ; and two

more actions, one at Xaehod and at

Skalitz, in which Fortune was consist-

ent, adherim,; to the single-headed eagle,

and the other .it Trautenau, which was

of the nature of a drawn battle. On the

jStli there was another fight at Trau-

tenau, the Prussians remaining masters

of the field : while the Austrians were

beaten at Other points, and fell back to

Gitschin, once the capital of Wallen-

stein's Duchv of Friedland. and where
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the Friedlander was to receive ample

vengeance just seven generations after

his assassination by contrivance and

order of the head of the German branch

of the house of Austria, Ferdinand II.

Could Wallenstein have " revisited the

glimpses of the moon" on the night of

the 28th of last June, he might have

cast terror into the soul of Francis Jo-

seph, as the Bodach Glas did into that

of Vich-Ian-Vohr, by appearing to him,

and bidding him beware of the mor-

row ; for it was at Gitschin, on the

29th of June, and not at Sadowa, on the

3d of July, that the event of the war
was decided. Had the battle then and

there fought been fortunate for the Aus-

trians, the name of Sadowa would have

remained unknown to the world ; for

then the battle of the 3d of July could

not have been fought, or it would have

had a different scene, and most proba-

bly a different result. Austrian defeat

at Gitschin made the battle of Sadowa a

necessity, and made it so under condi-

tions highly favorable to the Prussians.

The ghost of Wallenstein might have

returned to its rest with entire com-
placency, and with the firm resolution

to trouble this sublunary world no more,

had it witnessed the flight of the Aus-
trians through Gitschin. By a " curious

coincidence," it happens that a large

number of the vanquished were Sax-

ons, descendants, it may be, of men
who had acted with Gustavus Adolphus

against Wallenstein in 1632.

The battle of Sadowa was fought on
the 3d of July, the third anniversary of

the decisive day of our battle of Gettys-

burg. At a moderate estimate, four

hundred and twenty thousand men took

part in it, of whom one hundred and
ninety-five thousand were Austrians and
Saxons, and two hundred and twenty-

five thousand Prussians. This makes
the action rank almost with the battle

of Leipzig, the greatest of all battles.*

* The entire force of the Allies at Leipzig is gen-

erally stated to have been 290,000 men ; that of the

French at 175,000, — making a total of 465.000, or

about 45,000 more than were present at Sadowa. So
the excess at Leipzig was not so very great. At
Leipzig the Allies alone had more guns than both

armies had at Sadowa, — but what were the cannon
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It is satisfactory evidence of the real

greatness of Prussian generalship, that

it had succeeded in massing much the

larger force on the final field, though at

a distance from the Prussian frontier

and far within the enemy's territory
;

and also that while the invaders of Aus-

tria were opposed by equal forces

on the left and centre of the Austrian

line, they were in excessive strength on
that line's right, the very point at which

their presence was most required. Yet

further : these great masses of men were

all employed, and admirably handled,

while almost a fourth part of the Aus-
trian army remained idle, or was not

employed till the issue of the battle had
been decided. The Austrian position

was strong, or it would have been so in

the hands of an able commander ; but

Benedek was unequal to his work, and
totally unfit to command a larger army
than even Napoleon I. ever led in any

battle. There seldom has lived a gen-

eral capable of handling an army two

hundred thousand strong. The Prus-

sians, to be sure, were stronger, and they

were splendidly handled ; but it must be

observed that they were divided into two

armies, and that those armies, though

having a common object, operated apart.

In this respect, though in no other, Sa-

dowa bears a resemblance to Waterloo,

the armies of the Crown Prince and of

Prince Frederick Charles answering to

those of Bliicher and Wellington. The
Prussian force engaged far exceeded

that of all the armies that fought at

Waterloo, and the Austrian army ex-

of those days compared to those of these times ? The
great force assembled in and around Leipzig was

taken from almost all Europe, as there were French-

men, Germans, Russians, Hungarians, Bohemians,

Italians, Poles, Swedes, Dutchmen, and even

Englishmen, present in the two armies ; whereas at

Sadowa the armies were drawn only from Austria,

Prussia, and Saxony. The battle of Sadowa lasted

only one day ; that of Leipzig four days, a large part

of the Allied armies taking part only in the fighting

of the third and fourth days. The French lost 68,000

men at Leipzig, the Allies, 42,640, — total, 110,640.

But 30,000 of the French were prisoners, reducing

the number of killed and wounded to 80,640, —
which was even a good four days' work. Probably

a third of these were killed or mortally wounded,

as artillery was freely used in the battle. War is

a great manufacturer of pabulum AcJieruntis,—

grave -meat, that is to say.
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ceeded them by some five or six thou-

sand men. War has very rarely been

conducted on the scale that is known
in 1866. Even the greatest of the en-

casements in our civil contest seem to

shrink to small proportions when com-
pared with what took place last summer
in Bohemia. The armies of Grant and

Lee, in May, 1864, probably were not

larger than the Prussian army at Sa-

dowa. At the same time, Austria had a

great force in Venetia, and large bodies

of men in other parts of her empire,

and some in the territory of the Ger-

manic Confederation ; and the Prus-

sians were carrying on vigorous war-

fare in various parts of Germany.

After their grand victory, the Prus-

sians pushed rapidly forward toward

Vienna ; and names that are common
in the history of Napoleon's Austrian

campaigns began to appear in the daily

journals,— Olmiitz, Briinn, Znaym, Aus-

terlitz, and others. Nothing occurred

to stay their march, and they were in

the very act of winning another battle

which would have cut the Austrians off

from Hungary, when an armistice was
agreed upon. It was so in 1809, when
the officers had to separate the soldiers

to announce the armistice of Znaym.

It came out soon after that the cessa-

tion of warlike operations took place

not a day too soon for the Austrians,

whose army was in a fearfully de-

moralized condition. Vienna would

have been occupied in a week by the

Prussians, had they been disposed to

push matters to extremities, and that

without a battle ; or, if a battle had

been fought, the Austrian force must

have been destroyed, or would have

been literally cut off from any safe line

of retreat. Probably the house of Aus-

tria would have been struck out of the

list of ruling families, had the Austrians

not submitted to the invaders. Count

Bismark is a man who would have had

no hesitation in reviving the Bohemian
and Hungarian monarchies, had further

resistance been made to his will. The
armistice was quickly followed by nego-

tiations, and those were completed on

the 23d of August, exactly seventy days

after the Diet, at the dictation of Aus-
tria, had given up Prussia to punishment,

to be inflicted by the Austrian sword.

The terms of the treaty of peace

are moderate ; but it should be under-

stood that what Austria loses is very

inadequately expressed by these terms,

and what Prussia gains not at all ; and
what Prussia gains at the expense of

Austria, important as it is, is less im-

portant than what she has gained from

France. From Austria she has taken

the first place in Germany ; from France,

the first place in Europe, which is the

same thing as the first place in Chris-

tendom, or the world,— meaning by the

world that portion of mankind which

has power and influence and leadership,

because of its knowledge, culture, and

wealth. The moral blow falls with

greater severity on France than on Aus-

tria. Austria had no right whatever to

the first place in Germany. There was

something monstrous, something highly

offensive, in the Germanic primacy of

an empire made up of Magyars, Poles,

Bohemians, Italians, Slavonians, Croats,

Illyrians, and other races, and not above

a fourth of whose inhabitants were Ger-

mans. Prussia had in June last twice

as many Germans as Austria, though

her entire population was not much more
than half as large as that of her rival ;

*

* It is impossible to speak with precision of the num-
ber of the population of Prussia. The highest Dumber
mentioned by a respectable authority is 19.oco.ooo :

but that is gi\en in "round numbers." and is not

meant to be taken literally. But if it be 19,000,000,

it is only half as large as the population of France,

but little more than half as large as that of Austria as

it was when the war began, not much above a fourth

as large as that of Russia, many millions lndow that

of the British Islands, a few millions less than that

of Italy as it stood before the cession of Veneris by

Austria, and a few millions more than that of Spain.

The populations of Prussia and Italy when the war

began were a little above 40,000,000. The popula-

tions of Austria and the German states that sided

With her may have been about 50.000, cxx> ; and Aus-

tria had as much assistance from her German allies

as Prussia had fro:n the Italians, — the Saxons help-

ing her much, showing the highest military quali-

ties in the brief but bloody war. Had all the lesser

German sute^ preserved a stri. t neutrality, to that

the entire Prussian tone could have been directed

against Austria, the Prussians would have been be-

fore Vienna, and probably in that city, in ten clays

from the date of Sadowa. Prussia brought out

730,000 men. or about one twenty-sixth part of her

entire population.



1 866.] The Progress of Prussia. 537

and when she turned Austria out of

Germany at the point of the needle-gun,

she simply asserted her own right to

the leadership of Germany. But no
one will say that there can be anything

offensive in a French primacy of Chris-

tendom. Objection may be made to

any primacy; but if primacy there must
be, as mostly there has been, France
has the best claim to it of any country.

England might dispute the post with

her, and England alone ; for they are

the two nations of modern times to

which the world is most indebted. But
England has, all but in direct terms, re-

signed all pretensions to it. Prussia,

therefore, by conquering for herself the

first place in the estimation of mankind,

who always respect the longest and
sharpest sword, unhorsed France. Na-
poleon III. lost more at Sadowa than

was lost by Francis Joseph ; and we
cannot see how he will be able to re-

cover his loss, should Prussia succeed

in her purpose to create a powerful

Germanic empire,— and all things point

to her success. A new force would be

introduced into the European system,

of which we can only say, that, if its mere
anticipation has been sufficient to curb

France on the side of the Rhine, its

realization ought to be sufficient to

prevent France from extending her

dominion in any direction— say over

Belgium— which such extension is in-

clined to take.

Thus has a great revolution been
effected, and effected, too, with some-
thing of the speed of light. On the

14th of June, France, in the estimation

of the civilized world, was the first of

nations, the head of the Pentarchy. On
the 4th of July, she had already been
deposed, though the change was not im-

mediately recognizable. On the 14th of

June, Prussia's place, though respecta-

ble, was not to be named with that of

France ; it was at the tail of the Pen-

tarchy. On the 4th of July she had con-

quered for herself the headship of that

powerful brotherhood. It was the prize

of her sword, and it is on the sword that

the French Emperor's power mainly

rests. He obtained his place by a free

use of the military arm, in December,
1 85 1 ; he confirmed it by the use of the

sword in the Russian and Italian wars
;

and he purposed making a yet further

use of the weapon, had circumstances

favored his plans, at the time he al-

lowed the Germano- Italian war to be-

gin. Is he who took the sword to perish

by it ? Is the Prussian sovereign that

stronger man of whose coming Croesus,

that type of all prosperous sovereigns,

was warned ? Who shall say ? But as

Napoleon's ascendency rested, the sword
apart, upon opinion, and not upon pre-

scription, it is difficult to see how he

can submit to a surrender of that as-

cendency, and make way for one who
but yesterday was his inferior, and who,

in all probability, was then ready to buy
his aid at a high price. The Emperor is

old and sickly. His life seems to have

been in danger at the very time he was
making his demand for an increase of

imperial territory. Years and infirmities

may indispose him to enter on a mighty

war ; but he thinks more of his dynas-

ty than of himself, his ambition being

to found a reigning house. This must

lead him to respect French opinion, on

his son's account ; and opinion in France

is anything but friendly to Prussia.

Almost all Frenchmen, from Reds to

Whites, — Republicans, Imperialists,

Orleanists, and Legitimists, — seem to

be of one mind on this point. They all

agree that Prussian supremacy is unen-

durable. They could have seen their

country make way for England, or Rus-

sia, or even Austria, without losing their

temper altogether ; but for France to be

displaced by Prussia is something that

it is beyond their philosophy to contem-

plate with patience. The very successes

of the Emperor tell against him under

existing circumstances. He has raised

France so high, from a low condition,

that a fall is unbearable to his subjects.

He has triumphed, in various ways, over

nations that appeared to be so much
greater than Prussia, that to surrender

the golden palm to her is the very nadir

of degradation. His loss of moral pow-

er is as great at home as his loss of ma-

terial power abroad. He has become
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ridiculous, as having been outwitted

by Germans, whom the French have

ever been disposed to look upon as

the dullest of mankind. Ridicule may
not be so powerful an agency in France

to-day as it was in former times, but still

it has there a sharp sting. The Em-
peror may be led into war by the force

of French opinion ; and he would have

all Germany to contend against, with

the exception of that portion of it which

belongs to the house of Austria. The
Austrians would gladly renew the war,

with France for their ally. They would

forgive Solferino, to obtain vengeance

for Sadowa. What occurred among the

Austrians when they heard of the French

demand for a rectification of their fron-

tier shows how readily they would come
into any project for the humiliation of

Prussia that France might form. They
supposed the French demand would be

pushed, and they evinced the utmost

willingness to support it,— a fact that

proves how little they care for Germany,
and also how deeply they feel their own
fall. They would have renewed the war
immediately, had France given the word.

But the Emperor did not give the word.

He may have hesitated because he pre-

ferred to have Italy as an ally, or to see

her occupy the position of a neutral

;

whereas, had he attacked Prussia before

the conclusion of the late war, she must
have adhered to the Prussian alliance,

which would have led to the deduction

of a large force from the armies of Aus-
tria and France that he would desire

to have concentrated in Germany. Or
he may have been fearful of even one of

the consequences of victory ; for would
it not be a source of clanger to him and
his family were one of his marshals so

to distinguish himself in a great war
as to become the first man in France ?

The general of a legitimate sovereign

can never aspire to his master's throne
;

but the French throne is fair prize for

any man who should be able to con-

quer the conquerors of Sadowa. The
Emperor's health would not permit
him to lead his army in person, as he
did in the Italian campaign ; and that

one of his lieutenants who should, by a

repetition of the Jena business, avenge

Waterloo, and regain for France, with

additions, the rank she held five months
ago, would probably prove a greater

enemy to the house of Bonaparte than

he had been to the house of Hohenzol-
lern. The part of Hazael is alwa\« ab-

horred in advance as much as Hazael
himself abhorred it ; but Benhadad is

sure to perish, and Hazael reigns in

his stead.

The nation by which this great change

has been wrought in Europe— a change

as extraordinary in itself as it is won-

derful in its modes, and likely to lead

to something far more important— is

one of the most respectable members
of the European commonwealth, though

standing somewhat below the first rank,

even while acting on terms of apparent

equality with the other great powers.

The kingdom of Prussia is of origin

so comparatively recent, that there are

those now living who can remember
others who were old enough to note its

creation, in 1700. The arrangements

for the conversion of the electorate of

Brandenbunr into the kingdom of Prus-

sia were completed on the 16th of No-
vember, 1700, and the coronation of

Frederick I. took place on the 1 8th of

January, 1701, two hundred and eighty-

four years less three months after his

family's connection with the country

began ; for it was on the iSth of April,

1417, that the Emperor Sigismund,

last member of the Luxemburg fami-

ly, made Frederick, Burgrave of Niirn-

berg, Elector of Brandenburg, — the in-

vestiture taking place in the market-

place of Constance. The transaction

was in the nature of a job, as Frederick

was a relative of the Emperor, to whom
lie had advanced money, besides ren-

dering him assistance in other ways.

Frederick was of a very old family, and

in this respect, as in some others, the

house destined to become SO great in

the North bore a close resemblance to

that other house destined to reign in

the South, that of Savoy, which be-

came regal not long after the eleva-

tion of descendants of the Burgrave of

NfUmberg to royal rank. He was a man
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adapted to the place he received ; and
the family has seldom failed to produce

able men and women in every genera-

tion, some of them being of the high-

est intellectual force, while others have

been remarkable for eccentricities that

at times bore considerable resemblance

to insanity. Yet there was not much in

the history of the new electoral house

that promised its future greatness, for

more than two centuries.

It is surprising to look back over

the history of Germany, and note how
differently matters have turned out, in

respect to families and countries, from

what observers of old times would

have predicted. When Charles V. fled

before Maurice of Saxony, he may
have thought, considering the great

part Saxony had had in the Reforma-

tion, that from that country danger

might come to the house of Austria

in yet greater measure ; but he would

have smiled at the prophet who should

have told him not only that no such

danger would come, but that Sax-

ony would be ruined because of its

adherence to the house of Austria,

when assailed by a descendant of the

then insignificant Elector of Branden-

burg. Yet the prophet would have

been right, for Saxony suffered so much
from her connection with the Austrians

in Frederick the Great's time that she

never recovered therefrom ; and in the

late contest she was lost before a shot

was fired, and her troops, after fighting

valiantly in Bohemia, shared the dis-

asters of the power upon which she had
relied for protection. Bavaria was an-

other German country that seemed more
likely to rise to greatness than Bran-

denburg ; but, though her progress has

been respectable, it must be pronounced

insignificant if compared with that of

Prussia. The house of Wittelsbach

was great before that of Hohenzollern

had risen to general fame ; but the lat-

ter has passed it, as if Fortune had tak-

en the Hohenzollerns under its special

protection, and we should not be in the

least surprised were they to take all its

territory ere the twentieth century shall

have fairly dawned upon the world.

The first of the great Prussian rulers

was the Elector Frederick William, who
reigned from 1640 to 1688, and who is

known as the Great Elector,— a title

of which he was every way worthy, and
not the less that there was just a sus-

picion of the tyrant in his composition.

He had not a little of that "justness

of insight, toughness of character, and
general strength of bridle-hand," which
Mr. Carlyle attributes to Rudolph of

Hapsburg. He was a man of the times,

and a man for the times. He came to

the throne just as the Thirty Years'

War was well advanced in its last dec-

ade, and he had a ruined country for

his inheritance ; but he raised that

country to a high place in Europe, and
was connected with many of the prin-

cipal events of the age of Louis XIV.
He freed Prussia from her connection

with Poland. He created that Prus-

sian army which has done such won-
derful things in the greatest of wars in

the last two centuries. He it was who
won the battle of Fehrbellin, June 18,

1675, a* tne expense of the Swedes, who
were still living on the mighty reputa-

tion won under Gustavus Adolphus, al-

most half a century earlier, and main-

tained by the splendid soldiers trained

in his school. The calm and philo-

sophic Ranke warms into something

like eloquence when summing up the

work of the Great Elector. " Frederick

William," he says, "cannot be placed

in the same category with those few

great men who have discovered new
conditions for the development of the

human race ; but he may unhesitat-

ingly be ranked with those famous

princes who have saved their countries

in the hour of danger, and have suc-

ceeded in re-establishing order, — with

an Alfred, a Charles VII., a Gustavus

Vasa. He followed the path trodden

by the German territorial princes of

old ; but among them all there was not

one who, finding his state reduced to

such a miserable condition, so success-

fully raised it to independence and

power. He instilled into his subjects a

spirit of enterprise,— the mainspring

of a state. He took measures which
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secured to his country an increase of

power and prosperity. What the world

most admired, and indeed what he him-

self most valued, was the condition of

his army. It contained at the time of

his death one hundred and seventy-five

companies of foot, and seventy-six of

cavalry ; the artillery had recently been

increased in proportion, and the Elec-

tor's attention had been constantly di-

rected to its improvement. The whole

strength of the army was about twenty-

eight thousand men. There was noth-

ing that he recommended so earnestly

to his successor as the preservation of

this instrument of power. By this it

was that he had made room for himself

among his neighbors, and had won for

the Protestant cause of North Germa-

ny the respect that was its due." *

Nor did he neglect that naval arm
which has been of so great service to

many countries. Prussia's desire to

have a navy has raised many smiles, and

caused much laughter, in this century,

as if it were something new ; whereas it

is an ancient aspiration, and one which

all Prussian sovereigns and statesmen

have experienced for two hundred years,

though not strongly. The Great Czar,

who came upon the stage just after the

Great Elector left it, did not long more
for a good sea-coast than that Elector

had longed for it. Frederick William

could not effect so much as Peter effect-

ed, but he did something toward the

creation of a navy for Prussia. His re-

luctance in parting with a portion of

Pomerania was owing to his commer-
cial and maritime aspirations. "Of all

the princes of the house of Branden-

burg," says Ranke, "he is the only one

who ever showed a strong predilection

for maritime life and maritime power.

It was the dream of his youth that he

would one day sail along shores obedi-

ent to his will, all the way from Custrin,

out by the mouths of the Oder, across to

the coast of Prussia. His sojourn in the

Netherlands had strengthened, though
it had not inspired, his love of the sea.

Memoirs of the House of Brandenburg, and
H i

i "i Prussia during the Seventeenth ud
i enth Centuries, Vol I.

r
pp. gi, 9*. n

The best proof how painful this cession

was to the Elector is the fact that he
shortly afterward offered to the crown
of Sweden, not alone the three sees of

Halberstadt, Minden, and Maerdebunr.
but a sum of two millions of thalers in

addition, for the possession of Pome-
rania." The same writer says of the

Great Elector elsewhere, that "his
mind had a wide grasp ; to us it may
seem almost too wide, when we call

to mind that he brought the coast of

Guinea into direct communication with

Brandenburg, and ventured to compete

with Spain on the ocean." When he

died, the population of his dominions

amounted to one million five hundred
thousand.

His successor was his son Freder-

ick, who added to the territory of Prus-

sia, and who, as before stated, be-

came king in November, 1700, a few

days after the extinction, in the person

of Charles II., of the Spanish branch

of the house of Austria. One royal

house had gone out, and another came
in. Prince Eugene of Savoy, the ablest

man that ever served the house of

Austria, plainly told the German Em-
peror that his ministers deserved the

gallows for advising him to consent to

the creation of the new kingdom, and
all subsequent German history seems
to show that he was right. But that

house needed all the aid it could beg,

buy, or borrow, to press its claim to the

Spanish crowns ; and, thanks to the

exertions of the Great Elector. Bran-

denburg had an army, the aid of which
was well worth purchasing at what Leo-

pold may have thought to be a nominal

price, after all. So well balanced were

the parties to the war of the Spanish

Succession, at least in its earlier years,

that the mere absence of the Prussian

contingent from the armies of the Grand
Alliance might have thrown victory into

the French scale. What would have

been the effect had the army and the

influence of Brandenburg been placed

at the disposal of Louis XIV. ? What
would have been the fate o\ the house

Of Austria, had the Elector been ac-

tively employed on the French side, like
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the Elector of Bavaria, in the campaign

of Blenheim, instead of being one of

the stoutest supporters of the Austri-

ans ? Even Eugene himself might

never have won most of those victo-

ries which have made his name immor-

tal, had his policy prevailed at Vienna

in 1700, and the Emperor refused to

convert the Elector of Brandenburg

into King of Prussia. At Blenheim,

the Prussians behaved in the noblest

manner, and won the highest praise

from Eugene, who commanded in that

part of the field where they were sta-

tioned ; and he spoke particularly of

their " undaunted resolution " in with-

standing the enemy's attacks, and of

their activity at a later period of the

battle. It is curious to observe that

he notes the steadiness and strength of

their fire, — a peculiarity that has dis-

tinguished the Prussian infantry from

the beginning of its existence, and

which, from the introduction of the iron

ramrod into the service, had much to

do with the successes of Frederick the

Great, and, from the use of the needle-

gun, quite as much with the successes

of Prince Frederick Charles and the

Crown Prince. In the time of Fred-

erick I., the Prussian troops were em-
ployed in Germany and Italy, in France

and Flanders. They also served against

the Turks. It may be said, that, if the

Great Elector created the Prussian

army, it received the baptism of fire in

full from his son, Frederick I., the first

Prussian king.

Frederick I. died in 1713. If it be
true— as we think it is— that the great

enterprise of William of Orange for the

deliverance of England could not have

been undertaken but for the aid he gave

that prince, Englishmen and Ameri-
cans ought to hold his name in espe-

cial remembrance. He was succeeded
by his son Frederick William I., who is

counted a brute by most persons, but

whom Mr. Carlyle would have us be-

lieve to have been a man of remarkable

worth. He had talents, and he in-

creased the territory of his kingdom.

When he died, in 1740, he left to his

son a kingdom containing 2,500,000

souls, a treasury containing $ 6,000,000,

and an army more than thirty thousand

strong, and which was the first force in

Europe because of its high state of

discipline and of the superiority of its

infantry weapon. The introduction of

the iron ramrod was a greater improve-

ment, relatively, in 1740, than was the

introduction of the needle-gun in the

present generation. Nothing but the

use of that ramrod saved the Prussians

from destruction in the first of Fred-

erick II.'s wars. That gave them supe-

riority, which they well knew how to

keep. " The main thing," as Ranke
observes, " was a regular step and rapid

firing ; or, as the king once expressed

it, ' Load quickly, advance in close

column, present well, take aim well, —
all in profound silence.' " The whole

business of infantry in the field is

summed up in the royal sentence,

though some may think that line would

be a better word than column ; and

the Prussian system did favor the linear

rather than the columnar arrangement

of troops, as it " presented a wide front,

less exposed to the fire of the artillery,

and more efficient from the force of its

musketry."

Frederick William I. died in 1740.

His successor was Frederick II., com-
monly called the Great. His history

has been so much discussed of late

years that it would be useless to men-
tion its details. He raised Prussia to

the first rank in Europe. Russia was
coming in as a European power, and
Spain was then as great as France

or England, partly because of her for-

mer greatness, but as much from the

sagacity of her sovereign and the tal-

ents of her statesmen. Louis XV. had

lessened the weight of France, and

George III. had degraded England.

The Austrian house had suffered from

its failure before Frederick. All things

combined to make of Prussia the most

formidable of European nations dur-

ing the last half of Frederick's reign.

When he died, in 1786, the Prussian

population amounted to six millions,

— the increase being chiefly due to the

acquisition of Silesia, which was taken
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from Austria, and to Frederick's share

in the first partition of Poland. He
left $50,000,000, and his army contained

220,000 men.

Frederick William II., a weak sov-

ereign, reigned till 1797. He took part

in the first coalition against revolution-

ary France, and in the second and third

partitions of Poland. Frederick Wil-

liam III. reigned from 1797 to 1840,

during which time Prussia experienced

every vicissitude of fortune. The first

war with imperial France, in 1806-7,

led to the reduction of her territory and

population one half; and what was left

of country and people was most mer-

cilessly treated by Napoleon I., who
should either have restored her alto-

gether, or have annihilated her. But

the great Emperor was partial to half-

measures,— a folly that had much to do

with his fall. The misery that Prussia

then experienced was the cause of her

subsequent greatness ; and if she has

wrested European supremacy from Na-
poleon III., she should thank Napo-
leon I. for enabling her to accomplish

so great a feat of arms. The Prussian

government had to undertake the task

of reform, to save itself and the country

from perishing. The chief man in this

great work was the celebrated Baron

von Stein, whose name is of infrequent

mention in popular histories of the

Napoleonic age, but who had more to

do with the overthrow of the Man of

Destiny than any other person. It is

one of those strange facts which are so

constantly meeting us in history, that

it was by Napoleon's advice that Stein

was employed by the Prussian king.

''Take the Baron von Stein," said the

Emperor, when the king at Tilsit spoke

of the misery of his situation ;
" he is a

man of sense." Eighteen months later,

Napoleon actually outlawed Stein, the

decree of outlawry dating from Madrid.

The language of the decree was of the

most insulting character. " One Stein"

{!c nomnti Stein), it was said, w;is en-

deavoring to create troubles in Gcr-

many, and therefore lie was denounced
as an enemy of France and of the Rhen-
ish Confederacy. The property he held

in French or confederate territory was
confiscated, and the troops of France
and her allies were ordered to arrest

him, wherever he could be found. Had
he been taken, quite likely he would
have been as summarily dealt with as

Palm had been.

Stein fled into Bohemia, where he

resided three years, when Alexander I.

invited him to Russia, and employed
him in the most important affairs. He
kept up Alexander's courage during

the darkest days of 181 2, and advised,

with success, against yielding to the

French, though it is probable the

Czar might have had his own terms

from Napoleon, after the latter had

reached Moscow. It is said that the

American Minister in Russia, the late

Mr. J. Q. Adams, was not less ener-

getic than Stein on the same side. It

may well be doubted if their advice

was such as a Russian sovereign

should have followed, though it was
excellent for Germany and for all na-

tions that feared Napoleon. If the

American Minister did what was at-

tributed to him, he actually acted in

behalf of the very nation against which

his own country had just declared war !

The war between the United States

and England began at the same time

that active operations against Russia

were entered upon by the French ; and
England was the only powerful nation

upon which Russia could rely for as-

sistance.

Stein had done his work before he

was made to leave Prussia. He was

the creator of the Prussian people.

His reforms would be pronounced agra-

rian measures in England or America.

An imitation of them in England might

not be amiss ; but in America, where

land is a drug, and where possession of

it does not give half the consideration

that proceeds from the ownership of

''stocks " or funds, it would he as much
out of place as a mixture for black-

ening negroes, or a machine for con-

verting New England soil into rocks.

u Stein's main idea," says Ychse,

"was, 'the burgher must become no-

ble.' With this view, he tried to call
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forth a strong feeling of nationality and

a new spirit in the people. His first

step in introducing his new system of

administration was the abolition of

vassalage, and the change of the titles

of seignorial property. This was done

by the edict dated Memel, October 9,

1807, which did away with the monop-
oly until then claimed by the nobles

holding such estates, which were now
allowed to be acquired also by burghers

and peasants. It moreover abolished

all the feudal burdens of tenure. In

this great law, Frederick William III.

laid down the principle :
' After St. Mar-

tin's day, 1 8 10, there will be through-

out my dominions none but free peo-

ple.' This edict first created in Prussia

a free peasantry. Free burghers, on
the other hand, were created by the mu-
nicipal law from Konigsberg, Novem-
ber 19, 1808, which restored to the bur-

gesses their ancient municipal rights

of freely electing their magistrates and
deputies, and of self-government with-

in their own civic sphere Stein

tried in every way to secure to the

burgher his independence, and to pro-

tect him against the despotism of the

men in office. With equal energy he
tried to develop the spirit of the peo-

ple." * For five years most of the Prus-

sian ministers labored in the same
spirit. A military force was created,

chiefly by the labors of Scharnhorst,

* Stein was one of those eminent men who have
acted as if they thought coarseness bordering upon
brutality an evidence of independence of spirit and
greatness of soul. He was iincivil to those beneath

him, not civil to those above him, and insulting to

his equals. He addressed the King of Prussia in

language that no gentleman ever employs, and he
berated his underlings in a style that even President

Johnson might despair of equalling. He hated the

Duke of Dalberg, on both public and private ac-

counts ; and when the Duke was one of the French
Ambassadors at Vienna, in time of the Congress, he
offered to call on the Baron. " Tell him," said Stein,

" that, if he visits me as French Ambassador, he
shall be well received ; but if he comes as a private

person, he shall be kicked down stairs. " Niebuhr,
the historian, once told him that he (Stein) hated a
certain personage. "Hate him? No," said Stein;

"but I would spit in his face were I to meet him on
the street." This readiness to convert the human
face into a spittoon shows that he was qualified to

represent a Southern district in our Congress; for

what Stein said he would do was done by Mr.

Plummer of Mississippi, who spat in the face of Mr.

and the limitation of the Prussian army

by Napoleon was in great part evaded.

Everything was done to create a peo-

ple, and to have ready the moral and

material means from which to create

an army, should circumstances arise

under which Prussia might think it safe

for her to act. Hardenberg did not

go so far as Stein would have gone,

but it is probable that he acted wise-

ly ; for very strong measures might

have brought Napoleon's hand upon
him. As it was, the Emperor could

not complain of measures that breathed

the very spirit of the French Revolu-

tion, of which he was the impersonation

and the champion, — or claimed to be.

But all the labors of Stein, and those

other Prussian patriots who acted with

him or followed in his footsteps, would

have been of no avail, had not Napo-

leon afforded them an opportunity to

turn their labors to account. They
might have elevated the people, have

accumulated money, have massed mu-
nitions, and have drilled the entire

male population to the business and

work of war, till they should have sur-

passed all that is told of Roman dis-

cipline and efficiency ; but all such ex-

ertions would have been utterly thrown

away had the French Emperor behaved

like a rational being, and not sought to

illustrate his famous dogma, that the

impossible has no existence, by seek-

ing to achieve impossibilities. At the

Slade of Vermont,'— the American democrat, who
probably never had heard of his grandfather, getting

a little beyond the German aristocrat, who could

trace his ancestors back through six or seven cen-

turies. Thus do extremes meet In talents, in

energy, in audacity, in arrogance, in firmness of

will, and in unbending devotion to one great and

leading purpose, Count von Bismark bears a strong

resemblance to Baron von Stein, upon whom he

seems to have modelled himself, — while Austrian

ascendency in Germany was to him what French

ascendency in that country was to his prototype,

only not so productive of furious hatred, because

the supremacy of Austria was offensive politically',

and not personally annoying, like that of France ;

but Bismark, though sufficiently demonstrative in

the expression of his sentiments, has never outraged

propriety to the extent that it was outraged by
Stein. Stein died in 1831, having lived long enough
to see in the French Revolution of 1S30 that a por-

tion of his work had been done in vain. His Prus-

sian work will endure forever, and be felt throughout

the world.
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beginning of 1S12, Napoleon was liter-

ally invincible. He was master of all

Continental Europe, from the Atlantic

to the Niemen, and from Cape North

to Reggio. There was not a sover-

eign in that part of the world, from the

kings of Sweden and Denmark to the

Emperor of Austria and the Turkish

Sultan, who did not wear crowns and

wield sceptres only because the some-

time General Bonaparte was willing

they should wear and wield the em-

blems of imperial or royal power. He
was at war only with Great Britain,

and Spain, Portugal, and Sicily ; and

Great Britain was the sole enemy he

was bound to respect. All the more
enlightened Spaniards were all but

ready to acknowledge the rule of his

brother Joseph, and would have done

so but for French failure in the Rus-

sian war. England's army could have

been driven from the Peninsula with

ease, had a third of the men who were

worse than wasted in Russia been di-

rected thither in the early spring of

1 81 2. The Bourbons of Sicily hated

their English protectors so bitterly,

that they were ready to unite with the

French to get up a modern imitation

of the Sicilian Vespers at their ex-

pense. The war might soon have been

confined to the ocean, and there it

would have been fought for France

principally by Americans, as the United

States were soon to declare war against

England. Never before was man so

strong as Napoleon on New -Year's

day, 181 2 ; and in less than four years

he was living in lodgings, and bad lodg-

ings too, in St. Helena! What hope

could the Prussians have, a month
before the march to Moscow was re-

solved upon ? None that could encour-

age them. Some of the more sanguine

spirits, supported by general senti-

ment, were still of opinion that some-

thing could be effected ; but the larger

number of intelligent men were very

despondent, and not a few of them

began to think of the world beyond
the Atlantic, as English patriots had

thought almost two centuries earlier,

when that " blood and iron man,"

Wentworth (Strafford), was develop-

ing his system of Thorough with a pre-

cision and an energy that even Count
Bismark has never surpassed. The
bolder Prussians, when their country

had to choose between resistance to

Napoleon and an alliance with him
against Russia, were for resistance,

and would have placed their country

right across the Emperor's path, and
fought out the battle with him, and

abided the consequences, which would

have been the annihilation of Prussia

in a sixth part of the time that Mr.

Seward allotted for the duration of the

Secession war. The Prussian war par-

ty would have had the Russians ad-

vance into their country, and thus have

staked the issue on just such a contest

as occurred in 1806-7. Napoleon, it

is at least believed, was desirous that

Prussia should join Russia, as that

would have enabled him to defeat his

enemies without crossing the Russian

frontier, and have afforded him an ex-

cuse for destroying Prussia. To pre-

vent so untimely a display of resist-

ance to French ascendency was the

aim of a few Prussians, headed by the

king himself, who became very un-

popular in consequence. Fortunately

for Prussia, they were successful, and

the means employed deceived not only

the patriotic party, but even Napoleon,

who was completely imposed upon by

the report of the Baron von dem Kne-

sebeck against a war between Russia

and France. The story belongs to the

romance of history ; but it is too long,

because involving many facts, to be

told here.

Prussia was prevented from '' throw-

ing herself into the arms of Russia,"'

much to the disgust of Scharnhorst

and his friends. She even assisted

Napoleon in his war against Alexan-

der, and sent a contingent to the Grand
Army, which formed the tenth corps

of that memorable force, and was com-

manded by Marshal Maalonald. It con-

sisted of twenty-six thousand men, in-

cluding one French infantry division,

—

the Prussians being generally estimated

at twentv thousand men. This corps



1 866.] The Progress of Prussia. 595

did very little during the campaign, and

soon after the failure of the French it

went over to the Russians, taking the

first step in that course which made
Prussia so formidable a member of the

Grand Alliance of 1813- 15. But even

so late as the close of May, 181 3, Prus-

sia was in danger of annihilation, and

would have been annihilated had not

Napoleon proffered an armistice, which

was accepted, — the greatest blunder of

his career, according to some eminent

critics, as well political as military.

The leading part which Prussia had

in the Liberation War and in the first

overthrow of Napoleon caused her to

be reconstructed by the Congress of

Vienna ; and her part in the war of

1 81 5 confirmed the impression she had

made on the world. Waterloo was as

much a Prussian as an English victo-

ry,— the loss of the Prussians in that

action being about as great as the

purely English loss.* She became one

of the Five Powers which by common
consent were rulers of Europe. Down
to 1830 she had more influence than

* The Prussian loss in the battle of Waterloo was

6,998; the British loss, 6,935; — but this does not

include the Germans, Dutch, and Belgians who fell

on the field or were put down among the missing.

Wellington's total loss was about 16,000. The num-

ber of Prussians present in the battle was much more

than twice the number of Britons. The number of

the latter was 23,991, with 78 guns ; of the former,

51,944, with 104 guns. Almost 16,000 of the Prus-

sians were engaged some hours before the event of

the battle was decided ; almost 30,000 two hours be-

fore that decision ; and the remainder an hour before

the Allied victory was secured. It shows how seri-

ously the French were damaged by Prussian inter-

vention, that Napoleon had to detach, from the army
that he had intended to employ against Wellington

only, 27 battalions of infantry (including 11 battal-

ions of the Guard), 18 squadrons of cavalry, and 66

guns, making a total of about 18,000 men, or about

a fourth part of his force and almost a third of his

artillery. This subtraction from the army that ought

to have been used in fighting Wellington would alone

have sufficed gravely to compromise the French ; and
it is well known that Napoleon felt the want of men
to send against the English long before the conflict

was over ; and this want was the consequence of the

pressure of the Prussians on his right flank, threat-

ening to establish themselves in his rear. But this

was not all the aid derived by Wellington from the

Prussian advance. It was the arrival of a portion of

Zieten's corps on the field of Waterloo that enabled

the British commander to withdraw from his left the

comparatively untouched cavalry brigades of Vivian

and Vandeleur, and to station them in or near the

centre of his line, where they were of the greatest

France, and from 1830 to the re-es-

tablishment of the Napoleonic dynas-

ty, she was France's equal ; and even

after Napoleon III. had replaced France

at the head of Europe, Prussia was the

only member of the Pentarchy which

had not been humiliated by his blows,

or yet more by his assistance. Eng-

land has suffered from her connection

with him, — a connection difficult on

many occasions to distinguish from

inferiority and subserviency ; and in

war the old superiority of the French

armies to those of Russia and Austria

has been asserted in the Crimea and

in Italy. Prussia alone has not stooped

before the avenger of the man whom
she had so vindictive a part in over-

throwing, and whom her military chief

purposed having slain on the very spot

where the Due d'Enghien had been put

to death by his (Napoleon's) orders.

Of all the enemies of Napoleon and

France in 1815, Prussia was the most

malignant, or rather she was the only

member of the Alliance which exhib-

ited malignity.* She would have had

use at the very "crisis" of the battle, — Vivian, in

particular, doing as much as was done by any one

of Wellington's officers to secure victory for his com-

mander. The Prussians followed the flying French

for hours, and had the satisfaction of giving the final

blow to Napoleonism for that time. It has risen

again.

* No one who is not familiar with the correspond-

ence of the Allied commanders in 1815 can form an

adequate idea of the ferocity which then character-

ized the Prussian officers. On the 27th of June
General von Gneisenau, writing for Bliicher, de-

clared that Napoleon must be delivered over to the

Prussians, "with a view to his execution." That,

he argued, was what eternal justice demanded, and

what the Declaration of March 13th decided,— al-

luding to the Declaration against Napoleon pub-

lished by the Congress of Vienna, which, he said,

and fairly enough too, put him under outlawry by

the Allied powers. Doing the Duke of Wellington

the justice to suppose he would be averse to hang-

man's work, Gneisenau, who stood next to Bliicher

in the Prussian service as well as in Prussian esti-

mation, expressed his leader's readiness to free him

from all responsibility in the matter by taking pos-

session of Napoleon's person himself, and detailing

the intended assassins from his own army. Welling-

ton was astonished at such language from gentle-

men, and so exerted himself that Bliicher changed
his mind ; whereupon Gneisenau wrote that it had
been Bliicher's "intention to execute [murder?]
Bonaparte on the spot where the Due d'Enghien

was shot ; that out of deference, however, to the

Duke's wishes, he will abstain from this measure ;

but that the Duke must take on himself the respon-
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France partitioned, and failed in her

design only because openly opposed

by Russia and England, while Austria,

fearing to offend German opinion, se-

cretly supported the Czar and Wel-

lington. JJlucher, an earnest man, was

never more in earnest than when he

purposed to shoot Napoleon in the

ditch of Yincennes ; and it required

all Wellington's influence to dissuade

him from so barbarous a proceeding.

Yet Napoleon III. has never been able

to avenge these injuries and insults,

—

to say nothing of Waterloo, and of the

massacre of the flying French in the

night after the battle, or of the shock-

ing conduct of the Prussians in France

in 1S15 ; and the events of the cur-

rent year would seem to favor, and
that strongly, the opinion of those

persons who say that France never

will be able to obtain her long-thought-

of revenge. Certainly, if Prussia was
safe, Prussia with most of Germany
to back her cannot be in any serious

danger of being forced to drink of that

cup of humiliation which Napoleon
III. has commended to so many coun-

tries.

After the settlement of Europe, in

1 81 5, Prussia did not show much of

that encroaching character which is

attributed to her, but was one of the

most quiet of nations. This was in

sibility of its non-enforccment." In another letter

lie wrote : "When the Duke of Wellington declares

himself against the execution of Bonaparte, he thinks

and acts in the matter as a Briton. Great Britain

is under weightier obligations to no mortal man than

to this very villain ; for, by the occurrences whereof

he is the author, her greatness, prosperity, and
wealth have attained their present elevation. The
English are the masters of the seas, and have no

longer to fear any rivalry, cither in this dominion
or the commerce of the world. It is quite Otherwise

with us Prussians. We have l>ccn impoverished by
him. Our nobility will never be able to right itself

again." There is much of the pcrjide Albion non-

sense in this. In a letter which Gneisenau, in 1817,

wrote to Sir Hudson Lowe, then Governor of St.

Helena, he said : "Mille et mille fois j'ai porte* mes
souvenirs dans cette vaste solitude de I'ocean, et Mir

cc rocher interessant but lequel vous ctes le gardien
<lu repos public de l'Knrope. De votrc vigilance et

de votrc force de camctcrc depend notre Ralul ; des

que VOUS vous rel.Vhez de vos mesurcs de rigueur

contrc le plus ruse sdlirut tilt tnomie, d<S que vous

permettriei A vos suhaltcrncs de lui m I Ordet par une
pitie mal entendue des favcurs, notre repos ^ernit

coiiipronns, et les honnetcs gens en Europe s'aban-

great measure due to the character of

the king. He was of the class of heavy
men, and the first part of his reign had
been marked by the occurrence of trou-

bles so numerous and so great that his

original dislike of change increased to

fanaticism. He was one of the framers

of the Holy Alliance, which grew out

of the thorough fright which he and his

friend the Czar felt during the saddest

days of 1813. Alexander told a Prus-

sian clergyman, named Egbert, in 181 8,

that, during one of their flights before

Napoleon, — probably on that doleful

day when they had to retreat from Dres-

den, amid wind and rain, and before

the French reverse at Kulm had put a

good face on the affairs of the Alliance,

— Frederick William III. said to him:
" Things cannot go on so ! we are in

the direction of the east, and it is to-

ward the west that we ought to march,

that we must march. We shall, God
willing, arrive there. And if, as I trust,

he should bless our united efforts, we
will proclaim in the face of Heaven
our conviction that to Him alone be-

longs the honor." Thereupon, con-

tinued the Czar, " We promised, and

exchanged a pressure of hands upon it

with sincerity." Both monarchs evi-

dently thought they had succeeded in

bribing Heaven ; for Alexander told his

reverend hearer that great victories soon

donncraient a leurs anciennes inquietudes.'' An
amusing instance of his prejudice occurs in another

part of the same letter, where he says :
" Lc famcux

manuscrit de Ste, Ilelene a fait une sensation scan-

daleuse et dangereuse en Europe, surtout en France,

ou, quoiqu'il ait ete supprime\ il a die* lu dans toutes

I Oteiies de Paris, et ou nieme les femmes, au lieu

de COUcher avec leurs amants, out employe" leurs

BuitS a le copier." Gneisenau was in this country

in his youth, — one of those Hessians who were

bought by George III. to murder Americans who
would not submit to his crazy tyranny. That W8i

an excellent school in which to learn the creed of

assassins; for there was not a Hessian in the Brit-

ish service who was not as much a bravo as any
ruffian in Italy who ever sold his stiletto's service

to some cowardly vengeance-seeker, It ought, in

justice, to be added, that Sir Walter Scott states

that in r8x6 "there existed a considerable party in

Britain who were of opinion that the British gov-

ernment Would best have discharged their duty to

France and Europe by delivering up Napoleon

t 1 1 mill XVIII.'s government, to he treated as he

himself had treated the Due d'Knghicn." So that

the Continent did not monopolize the assassins vf

that time.
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came ;
" and," said he, " when we had

arrived in Paris, we had reached the

end of our painful course. The king

of Prussia reminded me of the holy

resolution of which he had entertained

the first idea ; and Francis II., who had
shared our views, our opinions, and
our tendencies, entered willingly into

the association." Such was Alexan-

der's account of the origin of that

famous league which so perplexed and

alarmed our fathers. It differs from

the commonly received belief as to its

origin, which is, that it was the work
of Alexander himself, who was in-

spired by Madame de Krudener, who,

having " played the devil and written

a novel," — she was unfaithful to her

marriage vow, and wrote " Valerio," —
naturally became devout as old age ap-

proached. It makes somewhat against

the Czar's story, that the Holy Alliance

was not formed till the autumn of 1815,

and that he and Frederick William ar-

rived at Paris in the spring of 1814;

and that in the interval he and Francis

II. came very near going to war on the

Polish question. Alexander was crack-

brained, and a mystic, and it is far

more likely that he should have origi-

nated the Holy Alliance than that the

idea should have proceeded from so

wooden - headed a personage as the

Prussian king, who had about as much
sentiment as a Memel log. Alexander

was always haunted by the thought

that he had consented to the death of

his father,— that, as a Greek would

have said, he was pursued by the Fu-

ries ; and he was constantly thinking

of expiation, and seeking to propitiate

the Deity, and that by means not much
different in spirit from those to which
savages have resort. There was much
of that Tartar in him which, according

to Napoleon, you will always find when
you scratch a Russian.

Whether Frederick William III. sue-

gested the Holy Alliance may be
doubted ; but there can be no doubt
that he lived thoroughly up to its spirit,

which was the spirit of intense abso-

lutism. He broke every promise he
had made to his people when he need-

ed their aid to keep his kingdom out of

the grasp of Napoleon. He became

the vindictive persecutor of the men
who had led his subjects in the war to

rush to arms, without counting the odds

they had to encounter at first. He was

a despot of the old pattern, as far as

a sovereign of the nineteenth century

could be one. It does not appear that

he acted thus from love of power for its

own sake, to which so much of tyran-

nical action is due. In most respects

he was rather a favorable specimen of

the despot. His action was the conse-

quence of circumstances, the effect of

experience. He had had two or three

thorough frights, and twice he had

been in danger of losing his crown, and

of seeing the extinction of that nation

which his ancestors had been at such

pains to create. If exertions of his

could prevent the recurrence of such

evils, they should not be wanting. As
Charles II., after the Restoration of

1660, had firmly resolved on one thing,

namely, that, come what would, he

would not again go upon his travels, so

had Frederick William III., after the

restoration of his kingdom, firmly re-

solved that, happen what might, he

would have no more wars, and that, if

he could, he would keep out of politics.

So he maintained peace, and kept down
the politicians. Prussia flourished mar-

vellously during the last twenty -five

years of his reign ; and, judging from

results, his government could not have

been a bad one. Under it was created

that people whose recent action has

astonished the world, and produced for

it a new sensation. A comprehensive

system of education opened the paths

to knowledge to every one ; and a not

less comprehensive military system

made every healthy man's services

available to the state. There never be-

fore took the field so highly educated

a force as that which has just reduced

Count Bismark's policy to practice, —
not even in America. There may
have been as intelligent armies in the

Union's service during our civil con-

flict as those which obeyed Prince

Frederick Charles and the Crown
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Prince of Prussia, but as highly edu-

cated most certainly they were not.

When Friedrich von Raumer was in

England, in 1835, h e > at an English

dinner, gave this toast :
" The King of

Prussia, the greatest and best reform-

er in Europe." That he was the "best

reformer in Europe," we will not insist

upon, — but that he was the greatest

reformer there, we have no doubt, what-

ever. That he was a reformer at heart,

originally, no one would pretend who
knows his history. He was made one

by stress of circumstances. But hav-

ing become a reformer, he did a great

work, as contemporary history shows.

He would have been content to live,

and reign, and die, sovereign of just

such a Prussia as he found in 1797 ;

but, in spite of himself, he was made to

effect a mightier revolution than even

a French revolutionist of 1793 would

have deemed it possible to accomplish.

His career is the liveliest illustration

that we know of the doctrine that men
are the sport of circumstances.

Frederick William III. died in 1840.

His son and successor, Frederick Wil-

liam IV., was a man of considerable abil-

ity and a rare scholar ; but he was not

up to his work, the more so that the age

of revolutions appeared again early in

his reign. He might have made him-

self master of all Germany in 1848, but

had not the courage to act as a Prus-

sian sovereign should have acted. He
was elected Emperor by the revolution-

ary Diet at Frankfort, but refused the

crown. A little later, under the inspira-

tion of General Radowitz, he took up

such a position as we have seen his suc-

cessor fill so effectively. War with Aus-

tria seemed close at hand, and the unity

of Germany might have been brought

about sixteen years since had the Prus-

sian monarch been equal to the crisis.

As it was, he " backed down," and Ra-
dowitz, who was a too-early Bismark,

left his place, and died at the close

of 1853. The king lost his mind in

1857 ; and his brother William became
Regent, and succeeded to the throne

in 1861, on the death of Frederick Wil-

liam IV.

The reign of William I. will be regard-

ed as one of the most remarkable in

Prussian history. Though an old man
when he took the crown, William I. has

advanced the greatness of Prussia even

more than it was advanced by Freder-

ick II. His course with regard to the

Danish Duchies has called forth many
indignant remarks ; but it is no worse

than that of most other sovereigns, and

stones cannot fairly be cast at him by
many ruling hands. Count Bismark

has been the chief minister of Prussia

under William I., and to him must be

attributed that policy which has carried

his country, per sa/tum, to the high-

est place among the nations. He long

since came to the conclusion that noth-

ing could be done for Germany, by
Germany and in Germany, till Austria

should be thrust out of Germany. He
was right ; and he has labored to ac-

complish the dismissal of Austria, with

a perseverance and a persistency that

it would be difficult to parallel. He
alone has done the deed. Had he died

last May, there would have been no

war in Europe this year ; for nothing

less than his redoubtable courage and

iron will could have overcome the ob-

stacles that existed to the commence-
ment of the conflict.
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THE SONG SPARROW.

CAN you hear the sparrow in the lane

Singing above the graves ? she said.

He knows my gladness, he knows my pain,

Though spring be over and summer be dead.

His note hath a chime all cannot hear,

And none can love him better than I
;

For he sings to me when the land is drear,

And makes it cheerful even to die.

'T is beautiful on this odorous morn,

When grasses are waving in every wind,

To know my bird is not forlorn,

That summer to him is also kind ;
—

But sweeter, when grasses no longer stir,

And every lilac-leaf is shed,

To know that my voiceful worshipper

Is singing above my voiceless dead.

I N V A LI D I S M.

ONE of the first tendencies of sick-

ness is to centralization. Every

invalid at least begins by being pivotal

in the household. But with the earli-

est hint that the case is chronic, things

recoil to their own centres again
;
peo-

ple begin to come and go in the gayest

way; they laugh and eat immensely,

and fly through the halls asking if one

could n't take a bit of stuffed veal.

And while one still sinks lower, failing

down to the verge of the grave, it is

only to hear of the most cherished

friends in another town leading the

whirl with tableaux and private theat-

ricals. Finally is realized the dire de-

nouSment, that, though one lay with

breath flickering away, the daily grocer

would come driving up without any

velvet on his wheels or any softness in

his voice, and that the whole routine of

affairs is to proceed, whoever goes or

stays. This cold-heartedness it seems

will kill one at any rate. Rather the

universe should sigh and be darkened.

To pass unheeded is worse than to

die. Just now it is impossible to com-

pass even the satirical mood of Pope,

who declared himself not at all uneasy

that many men for whom he never had

any esteem were likely to enjoy the

world after him. But before one has

time to die, the absent friends write

such a kind, sorry letter, in which they

do not say anything about private the-

atricals, and, as Thad Stevens said of

that speech, one knows of course that

it was all a hoax ! Then the people

who eat stuffed veal repent themselves,

and send in a delicate broth or a bit of

tenderloin, hovering softly in a sud-

den regard, and at length a healthier

thought is born. It is to arise with

desperate will, put a fresh rose in the

bonnet and a delusive veil over the

face, creeping down to the street with
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what steadiness can be summoned.

There one meets friends, and is pretty

well, with thanks, and is congratulated.

Affairs grow brilliant, but the veil never

comes up ; underneath there is some
one forty years old and an invalid.

Having thus moved against the ene-

my's works, it is best to retire upon
what spirit there is left. It is after this

sally that, when the landlady hears a

hammering of a Sunday, she comes
directly to the room of this robust per-

son, who is obliged to confess that,

even if so inclined, she has not strength

enough to break the Sabbath.

But the anxiety of every one to show
some friendliness to a sufferer is only

equalled by the usual inability. We all

read of that Union soldier in the hospi-

tal visited by an elderly woman bound
to do something when there was noth-

ing to be done, and who finally suc-

ceeded in bathing the patient's face,

while he, poor fellow, still struggling

in the folds of the towel, was heard to

exclaim, " That 's the fourteenth time

I 've had my face washed to-day!"

Far more unobtrusive is the benevo-

lence which goes into one's kitchen,

sending thence to the sick-room those

dainties which, after all, are so much
too good to be eaten. It seems to be

taken for granted that sick persons eat

a great deal, and that most of them
might share the experiment of Mat-

thews, who began the diary of an in-

valid and ended with that of a gour-

mand. I fear that these kindly geni-

uses would sometimes feel a twinge of

chagrin at seeing their elaborate deli-

cacies in process of being devoured by

the most rubicund people in the house.

But it matters not ; it is the send-

ing and getting that arc the dainties.

Amid all these niceties, however, the

office of nurse might certainly be made
a sinecure ; and just at this point her

labors are really quite arduous ; for

any invalid blessed with many favor-

ing friends soon would sink under the

care of crockery and baskets to be

properly delivered, while to attend to

the accompanying napkins is little less

than to preside over a small laundry.

And then, as every one tastefully sends

her choicest wares to enhance their

contents, the invalid also finds that she

is the keeper of all the best dishes of

the best families.

There is nothing Ifke a well-fought

resistance in the early stages of inva-

lidism. Keep up the will, and if need
be the temper. There are times when
to grow heavenly is fatal,— when one is

to let the soul run loose, and to gather

up the gritty determination of Sarah,

Duchess of Marlborough, who, when
told that she must be blistered or die,

exclaimed, " I won't be blistered, and I

won't die
!

" Indeed, it is often ne-

cessary to reverse the decision of the

doctor who gives one up, and simply

end by giving him up. The numbers
are untold who have died solely from

being given up, — I do not mean of the

doctors. Poor, timid mortals ! they on-

ly heard the words, and meekly folded

their hands and went. On the other

side, there is no end to the people who
have been given up all through their

lives, and who have utterly refused to

depart. They have a kind of useless

toughness which prevents them from

dying, without endowing them to live.

These animated relics often show no
special fitness for either world, and
they are not even ornamental.

I have somewhere seen the invalid

enjoined to talk as if well, but treat

himself as if ill. And to certain tem-

peraments a little of this diplomacy, or

secretiveness, is often very important.

Once an admitted invalid, and the

dikes are down. Then begin to pour
in all sorts of worthy, but alarming and

indiscreet persons,— they who accost

one in the street declaring one is so

changed, and does n't look fit to be
out, — they who invidiously inquire if

you t.ike any solid food] as if one

walked the world on water -gruel.

—

they who come to try to make you com-
fort,ible while you do live. All these

arc very kind, but to a sanguine per-

son they are crushing.

We are .ill aware that there is no

surer way to produce a given state of

mind or body, than to constantly ad-



1866.] Invalidism. 601

dress the victim as if he were in that

state. It is a familiar fact that a stout

yeoman once went home pale and dis-

comfited from a little conspiracy of

several wags remarking how very ill

he looked ; and that another, who was
blindfolded, having water poured over

his arm as if being bled, finally died

from loss of blood without losing a

drop ; and Sir Humphrey Davy men-
tions one wishing to take nitrous oxide

gas, to whom common atmospheric air

was given, with the result of syncope.

And if the well can be thus wrought

on, what can be expected of the weak ?

This habit of depressing remark comes

possibly from the feeling that invalids

like to magnify their woes, ailments

being regarded as their " sensation, " or

stock in trade. True, there is now and

then one made happier by hearing that

he seems exceedingly miserable ; but it

is more natural to brighten with pleas-

ant words, and a morning compliment of

good looks will often set one up for the

day. Indeed, we fancy that most per-

sons, knowing their disease, in their

own minds, prefer that it should chiefly

rest there. To discuss seems only to

define it more sharply, and to be great-

ly condoled is only debilitating. Mon-
taigne, to avoid death-bed sympathies,

desired to die on horseback ; while

against the eternal repeating of these

ills for pity, he says that " the man who
makes himself dead when living is

likely to be held as though alive when
he is dying."

Likewise the friendliness which keeps

reminding one of the fatal end serves

none. It is both impolitic and impo-

lite : as if there were an unsightly mole

upon the face, and every visitor re-

marked, as he entered, " Ah, I see you

still have that ugly mole !
" With all

these comforters it is finally better to

do without their devotions than to be

subjected to their discouragements.

How much Pope resented this rude

style of criticism may be seen from his

tart exclamation, u They all say 't is

pity I am so sickly, and I think 't is

pity they are so healthy."

Yet that incurable sufferer, Harriet
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Martineau, testifies that when a friend

said to her, with the face of an angel,

"Why should we be bent upon your

being better, and make up a bright

prospect for you ? I see no bright-

ness in it ; and the time seems past

for expecting you ever to be well,"—
her spirits rose at once with the stur-

dy recognition of the truth. And Dr.

Henry, with the same directness, wrote

to his friend, " Come out to me next

week ; I have got something impor-

tant to do,— I have got to die."

This must surely be called the heroic

treatment ; but for those who are not

equal to such, it is good to have a
physician of tact, who shall not doom
them regularly every day. Plato said

that physicians were the only men
who might lie at pleasure, since our

health depends upon the vanity and
falsity of their promises. And yet

one is not usually deceived by this

flattery ; but it is vastly more com-
fortable to hear pleasant things in-

stead of gloomy, and the sick would
rather prefer a dance to a dirge. Of
this amiable sort must have been the

attendant who caused Pope to say,

" Ah, my dear friend, I am dying ev-

ery day of a hundred good symp-
toms "

; and still more charming the

adviser chosen by Molicre, who, when
asked by Louis XIV., himself a slave

to medicine, what he did about a doc-

tor, said, ik O sire, when I am ill, I send

for him. He comes ; we have a chat

and enjoy ourselves. He prescribes

;

I don't take it, — I am cured."

Perhaps few are aware of the various

heroisms of the chronic patient. It

must have been prophetic that the

Mexicans of olden time thus saluted

their new-born babes :
" Child, thou

art come into the world to endure,

suffer, and say nothing." It is grand

to be upborne by a spirit unperturbed,

although flesh and nerve may strike

through the best soul for a moment

;

even as the great and equable Longi-

nus, on his way to execution, is said

to have turned pale and halted for an

instant ; while we all know, that, after

the Stuart rebellion, the rough old Duke
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Balmoral, a lesser man, never faltered,

but, with boisterous courage, cried out

for the fatal axe to be carried by his side.

We had been used to think Andrew
kson an iron-built conqueror, who

never knew a pain, until Parton told

of the violent cramp which would seize

him while marching at the head of his

army, when he simply threw himself

over a bent sapling in the forest till

the spasm subsided, and marched on.

The same endurance nerved him to

the end. For many of his last years

not free for one hour from pain, he

still sat at the White House, never

intermitting any duty, although the

mere signing of his name drew its

witness of suffering from every pore.

It is with sorrow, too, that we have

lately read that the beloved Florence

Nightingale has been held by disease,

not only to her room, but to a single

position in it, for a whole year. And
one of our own poets, even dearer to

his friends for the sainthood of suffer-

ing, still ever is pressing on with tune-

ful courage. Hear him singing,

" Who halh not learned in hours of faith

The truth, to fie.^h and sense unknown,
That Life is ever lord of Death,

And Love can never lose its o»vn '?
"

Named among the valiant, yet more

sad than heroic, was poor Heine on his

" mattress-grave." Most pathetically

did he lay himself down, this "soldier

in the war for the liberation of human-
ity." Of the last time that Heine left

the house before yielding to disease,

he says: "With difficulty I dragged

myself to the Louvre, and almost sank

down as I entered the magnificent hall

where the ever - blessed goddess of

beauty, our beloved Lady of Milo,

stands on her pedestal. At her feet

I lay long, and wept so bitterly that

a stone must have pitied me. The
goddess looked compassionately on me,

but at the same time disconsolately,

as if she would say, ' Dost thou not

see that I have no arms, and thus can-

not help thee ?' "

Not [ess touching was the pathos of

Tom I bio!, in his long vcavs of con-

sumption ; but the tone was gayer than

the gayest. See him write to a friend :

" My dear Johnny, are n't you glad to

hear now that 1 've only been ill and
spitting blood three times since I left

you, instead of being very dead indeed?"
To this he adds :

" But was n't I in

luck, after spitting blood and being

bled, to catch the rheumatism in going

down stairs !

"

One long struggle was his against

prostration and overwork ; but always

the same buoyant wit, — writing the

cheeriest things with an ebbing life
;

the hero fighting against fatal odds,

but always under a light mask, — and
ridiculing himself most of all :

—
" I

r
in sick of gruel and the dietetics

;

I 'in sick of pills and sicker «jf emetics ;

I 'm sick of pulse's tardiness or quickness ;

I 'm sick of blood, its thinness or its thickness;

In short, within a word, I "in sick of sickness."

And others there be, not heroes, who
yet have simulated heroism in their

blithe indifference to fate ;
— Lord

Buckhurst, who is said to have ''stut-

tered more wit in dying than most

people have in their best health "

;

Wycheriey, who took a young bride

just before death, and was "neither

afraid of dying nor ashamed of marry-

ing "
; Chesterfield, who in his last

days, when going out for a London
drive, used smilingly to say, " 1 must
go and rehearse my funeral "

; Pope,

who was the victim of incessant dis-

ease, which yet never subdued his

rhetoric ; Scarron, a paralytic and a

monstrosity, the merriest man in

France, for whom the nation never

gave any tears but those of laughter j

— all these, down to the easy-minded

old Dr. Garth, who died simply because

he was tired of life,— "tired of having

his shoes pulled on and off."

Strong persons go swinging securely

up and down ; they are the people of

affairs, their nerves an- not shaken by

anything less than cholera reports
;

saving the.se. they should belong to the

Great Unterrified of the earth. To
them it is hardly given to understand

those minute annoyances that beset

nerves which are in an abnormal State,

especially when one is the prisoner 01
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a single room. Then one is eternnlly

busy with the dust and small disor-

ders around, — the film on the mirror,

the lint-drifts under the stove, the huge

cobwebs flying from the corners, the

knickknacks awry on the mantel-piece
;

then one finds the wall-paper is not

hung true, and gazes at flaws in the

ceiling till they grow into dancing

-

jacks, and hears the doors that slam,

like the shock of a cannon. These

are torments so minute that there

seems no virtue even in bearing them.

Ah ! to mount to execution for an idea,

— that were glorious and sustaining;

but to endure the daily burden of these

petty tortures, — one never hears the

music play then.

Amono- the articles to be desired

of science is a false hand, or a spec-

tral arm, that shall reach miraculously

about,— not a fruit-picker or a carpet-

sweeper, but something working with

the fineness of an elephant's trunk, —
thus to end the discomfort of those

orange-seeds spilled on the far side of

the room, while, lying inactive, one

reaches, reaches, with a patient power

which, if transformed into the practical,

would push an army through Austria.

Another thing that the invalid has to

endure is from the thoughtlessness of

visitors. How often, when summoned
from the sick-room for any purpose, do
they briskly remark, in Tom Thumb
style, " I '11 be back in a very few min-

utes ! " Hence one lies awake by
force, keeping several errands to be

despatched on the return, changing

variously all the little plans for the next

hour or two, and waits. My experi-

ence generally is that they have not

come back yet.

But the commonest experience is

when life itself seems to han£ on the

arrival of the doctor. Indeed, it is safe

to say that never have lovers been so

waited for as the doctor. Was n't that

his carriage at the door ? Medicine is

out ! new symptoms appear ! it is only

an hour to bedtime ! and. oh ! will the

doctor come, do you think ? One lis-

tens more intently ; but now there are

no carriages. There are express-wag-

ons, late ice-carts, out-of-town stages,

or here and there a light rolling buggy,

that seems running on to the end of the

world. There are but few foot-passen-

gers either, and they all go by without

halting, and there is no indication in

the steps of any man of them that he

would be the doctor if he could. Thus
one wears through the night uncom-
forted, yet one docs not usually die. I

have also seen the doctors sitting in

their offices expectant, and probably

quite as much distressed that every

one went by without stopping. So the

balances are kept.

The foregoing grievances are often

put among the foolish humors of inva-

lids, but they are quite reasonable com-
pared with many of the droll fancies on
record. Take the instance of the

elderly man who had been dying sud-

denly for twenty years ; whose last

moments would probably amount to a

calendar month, and his farewell words

to an octavo volume. His physician

he pronounced a clever man, but added,

pitifully, " I only wish he would agree

to my going suddenly ; I should not

die a bit sooner for his giving me over."

It is evident the physician had not the

shrewdest insight, or he would have

granted this heady maniac his way.
" Ah !

" would exclaim the constantly

departing patient, " all one's nourish-

ment goes for nothing: if once sudden

death has got insidiously into the sys-

tem !
" More famous were Johnson

with his inevitable dried orange-peel,

and Byron with his salts. Goethe,

too, after renouncing his Lotte, co-

quetted with the idea of death, every

night placing a very handsome dagger

by his bed and making sundry attempts

to push the point a couple of inches

into his breast. Not being able to do

this comfortably, he concluded to live.

Years after, when he sat assured on his

grand poet throne, he must have smiled

at it, as with Karl August he "talked

of lovely things that conquer death."

And still more refined and genuine was
the vapor of the imaginative young girl

who died of love for the Apollo Bel-

vedere.
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Yet it is but fair to mention that the

laugh is not all on this side. It is an

orical fact that the public has its

medical freaks, without being called an

invalid, and that whole nations "go
daft" on the shallowest impositions.

At one time the English were made to

believe that all diseases were caused

by the contraction of one small muscle

of the body ; at another, Parliament

itself helped make up the five thousand

pounds given by the aristocracy to one

Joanna Stephens for an omnipotent

powder, decoction, and pills, composed
<

'..' fly of egg-shells and snail-shells
;

at another lime every one drank snail-

water for everything, or to prevent it,

and then tar-water became the rage.

In Paris the Royal Academy once pro-

cured the prohibition of the sale of an-

timony, on penalty of death, and in a

year or two prescribed it as the great

panacea. Pliny reports that the Arca-

dians cured all manner of ills with the

milk of a cow (one would like to see

them manage the bilious colic).

Mesmer, who was luminous for a

while, did not fail to dupe the people.

When asked why he ordered bathing

in liver instead of spring water, he

said, 4
* Because it is warmed by the

sun."
'• True, vet not so much but it has to

be warmed still more.*'

Not posed in the least, Mcsmer re-

plied, "The reason why the water

which is exposed to the rays of the

sun is superior to all other water is

because it is magnetized. 1 myself mag-

netized the sun some twenty years ago!"

Yet the name of Mesmer has found-

ed a system, while that of Dumoulin,

who, with simple wisdom, observed, on

< ing, that he left behind him two great

pV iicians, Regimen and River-water,

has gained but a scanty fame.

Says Poswcll, "At least be well if

you are not ill "
; but the dear public is

always ill. In our own country, with

an apparently healthy pulse, it has

drank the worth of a marble palai e in

sarsaparilla, and has built a hotel out

idreth's pills. It has fairly reeled

on Schiedam Schnapps : and even the

infant has his little popularities, having

passed from catnip and caraway to Mrs.

Winslow's Soothing Syrup. There is

never a time when the public will not

declare upon any well-advertised reme-

dy its belief in the motto of the German
doctors, " We do cure everything but

death.*'

It is often interesting to note the

various phases which invalidism takes

on. Sometimes one seems folded in a

dense dream,— has gone away almost

beyond one's own pity, and has not

been heard from for months. It is to

be hoped that friends who hunt " the

greyhound and turtle-dove ;
' will meet

the missing, and duly report. Meantime
one resides in a mummified state, j- a

dim thinkingness that may be discov-

ered when another coming in says with

vieor the thing one had long thought

without quite knowing it : in this demi-

semi-consciousness it had never pecked

through the shell. This looks very im-

becile, and is charitably treated to be

only called invalid.

Is it mere helplessness that one lies

so remote from all but surface sensa-

tion, day after day gazing at the ad-

dress of letters that come, with a pas-

sive wonder of how soon she is to vacate

her name ? Also a friend calls to say

that to-morrow he travels afar. It seems

then that he will be too much missed,

and the parting has its share of unutter-

able longing. But by the morrow
not the one left who is sorry. The new

sun shines on an earth miles off from

yesterday. The night has given i.

windings more in the folds oC this re-

signed mummy, that now lies securely

as an insert in a leaf. Given the be-

loved hand, ancl all things may go as

they will.

" Our hail I in one, wc will i; I

tdue;
Onr hands in one, wo wilt not blink

nd true."

And sometimes one bounds to the

other side i asation, — has a ter-

rible rubb< d - the - wrong - ww edness,

and is as much alive as .Mimosa her-

self. This is often OD those easterly

days which all well-regulated invalids
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shudder at, when the very marrow con-

ceals and the nerves are sharp-whetted.

Then, Prometheus-like, one "gnaws the

heart with meditation"; then, loo, al-

ways fall out various domestic disas-

ters, and it is not easy to see why the

curtain-string should be tied in a hard

knot that must be cut at night, or why
the servants can't be thorough, deft-

handed, and immaculate. One has in-

digestion, scowls fiercely, tries to swal-

low large lumps of inamiability, and

fears she is not sublime.

It is a saying of Jean Paul, that "the

most painful part of corporeal pain is

the uncorporeal, namely, our impa-

tience and disappointment that it con-

tinues." Whether this be true or not,

what with the worry and constant

pressure, these physical disabilities of-

ten appear to sink into the deepest cen-

tre of the being. Hence, if one have

had a cough for a very long time, it

would seem that the soul must keep on

coughing in the next world. If so, this

gives a subtile sense to the despatches

of departed spiritualists, who telegraph

back in a few weeks that their pain

is nearly gone,— as if the soul were

not immediately rid of the bad habits

of the body.

But most demoralized in resthetic

sense must be that invalid who does

not constantly look to the splendid ro-

bustness of health. Sickness has been

termed an early old age ; far worse, it

is often a tossing nightmare in which

the noble ideal of fairer days is only

recalled with reproachful pain. To-

wards this vision of vigor the victim

seems to move and move, but never

draw near. Well might Heine weep,

even before the stricken Lady of Milo.

An old proverb says, that "the gods

have health in essence, sickness only

in intelligence." Blessed are the efods !

One can quite understand the reckless

exulting of some wild character, who,

baffled with this miserable mendicancy

everywhere, at length discovered the

idea that God was not an invalid. He
was probably too much excited to per-

fect his rhyme, and so tore out these

ragged lilies :
—

" Iterate, iterate,

Snatch it from the hells,

Circulate anil meditate

That God is well.

" Get the singers to sing it,

Put it in the mouths of bells,

Pay t!'e ringers to ring it,

That God is well."

Therefore make a valiant stand against

that ugly thing, disease. By all Nature's

remedies, hasten to be out of it. Fight

it off as long as possible, defy it when
you can, and refuse "to hang up your

hat on the everlasting peg." Be rein-

forced in all honorable ways. If not

too ill, read the dailies ; know the last

measure of Congress, the price of gold,

and the news by the foreign steamer.

Disabuse the world for once of its tra-

ditional invalid, who sits mewed up in

blankets, and never goes where other

people go, because it might hurt him.

Be out among the activities ; don't let

the world get ahead, but keep along

with the life of things. Then, if inva-

lidism is to be accepted, meet it bravely

and serenely as may be ; and if death,

then approach it loftily, for no one dies

with his work undone, and no just-mind-

ed person can wish to survive his ser-

vice. None should aspire to say, with

the antiquated Chesterfield, " Tyrawley
and I have been dead these two years,

but we don't choose to have it known."

But happy they on whom the deep

blight has not fallen, and who day by

day restore themselves to the grand

perfection of manly and womanly es-

tate ; happy again to " feel one's self

alive " and

" Lord of the senses five "
;

happy again to "excel in animation and

relish of existence " ; happy to have

gathered- so much strength and hope,

that, when begins the melody of the

morning birds, again shall the joy of

the new dawn, with all the possible

adventure and enterprise of the coming
day, thrill through the heart.
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GRIFFITH GAUNT ; OR, JEALOUSY.

CHAPTER XLII.

"DE seated, mistress, if you please,"

-D said Mrs. Gaunt, with icy civility,

"and let me know to what I owe this

extraordinary visit."

'• I thank you, dame," said Mercy,

"for indeed I am sore fatigued." She
sat quietly down. '• Why I have come
to you? It was to serve you, and to

keep my word with George Neville."

" Will you be kind enough to ex-

plain?" said Mrs. Gaunt, in a freezing

tone, and with a look of her calm gray

eye to match.

Mercy felt chilled, and was too frank

to disguise it. " Alas !
" said she, softly,

" 't is hard to be received so, and me
come all the way from Lancashire, with

a heart like lead, to do my duty, God
willing."

The tears stood in her eyes, and her

mellow voice was sweet and patient.

The gentle remonstrance was not

quite without effect. Mrs. Gaunt col-

ored a little ; she said, stiflly :
" Excuse

me if I seem discourteous, but you and
I ought not to be in one room a mo-

ment. You do not see this, apparently.

But at least I have a right to insist that

such an interview shall he very brief,

and to the purpose. Oblige me, then,

by telling me in plain terms why you

have come hither."

"Madam, to be your witness at the

trial."

" You to be my witness ?

"

"Why not? If I can clear you?

What, would you rather be condemned
for murder, than let me show them

you arc innocent ? Alas ! how you hate

me !

"

"Hate you, child? of course I hate

you. We are both of us flesh and

blood, and hate one another. And one

of us is honest enough, and uncivil

enough, to say so."

"Speak for yourself, dame," replied

Mercy, quietly, '"for I hate you not;

ami I thank God for it. To hate is to

be miserable. I "d liever be hated than

to hate."

Mrs. Gaunt looked at her. " Your
words are goodly and wise," said she

;

" your face is honest, and your eyes are

like a very dove's. But, for all that,

you hate me quietly, with all your

heart. Human nature is human na-

ture."

" 'T is so. But grace is grace." She
was silent a moment, then resumed

:

" I Ti not deny I did hate you for a

time, when first I learned the man I

had married had a wife, and you were

she. We that be women are too unjust

to each other, and too indulgent to a

man. But I have worn out my hate.

I wrestled in prayer, and the God of

Love, he did quench my most unreason-

able hate. For 't was the man betrayed

me
;
you never wronged me, nor I you.

But you are right, madam ;

:

t is true that

nature without grace is black as pitch.

The Devil, he was busy at my ear, and

whispered me, 'If the fools in Gumber-
land hang her, what fault o' thine ?

Thou wilt be his lawful wife, and thy

poor, innocent child will be a child of

shame no more.' But, by God's grace,

I did defy him. And I do defy him."

She rose swiftly from her chair, and
her dove's eyes gleamed with celestial

light. "Get thee behind me. Satan.

I tell thee the hangman shall never

have her innocent body, nor thou my
soul."

The movement was so unexpected,

the words ami the look so simply noble,

that Mis. Gaunt rose too, and grazed

upon her visitor with astonishment and

respe< t ; vet still with a dash of doubt.

She thought to herself, " If this erea-

ture is not sincere, what a mistress of

deceit she must be."

But Mercy Vint soon returned to her

quiet self. Sin- sat down, and said,

gravely, and for the first time a little

coldly, as one who had deserved well,

and been received ill :
" Mistress Gaunt,

you are accused of murdering your hus-
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band. 'Tis false; for two days ago I

saw him alive."

"What do you say?" cried Mrs.

Gaunt, trembling all over.

" De brave, madam. You have borne

great trouble : do not give way under

joy. Me who has wronged us both —
he who wedded you under his own
name of Griffith Gaunt, and me under

the false name of Thomas Leicester—
is no more dead than we are ; I saw
him two days ago, and spoke to him,

and persuaded him to come to Carlisle

town, and do you justice."

Mrs. Gaunt fell on her knees. " He
is alive ; he is alive. Thank God ! O,

thank God ! He is alive ; and God
bless the tongue that tells me so. God
bless you eternally, Mercy Vint."

The tears of joy streamed down her

face, and then Mercy's flowed too.

She uttered a little pathetic cry of joy.

"Ah," she sobbed, "the bit of comfort

I needed so has come to my heavy

heart. She has blessed me."

But she said this very softly, and

Mrs. Gaunt was in a rapture, and did

not hear her.

" Is it a dream ? My husband alive ?

and you the one to come and tell me
so? How unjust I have been to you.

Forgive me. Why does he not come
himself? "

Mercy colored at this question, and

hesitated.

" Well, dame," said she, " for one

thing, he has been on the fuddle for the

last two months."
" On the fuddle ?

"

"Ay; he owns he has never been

sober a whole day. And that takes

the heart out of a man, as well as the

brains. And then he has got it into

his head that you will never forgive

him, and that he shall be cast in pris-

on if he shows his face in Cumber-
land."

"Why in Cumberland more than in

Lancashire ? " asked Mrs. Gaunt, biting

her lip.

Mercy blushed faintly. She replied

with some delicacy, but did not alto-

gether mince the matter.

" He knows I shall never punish him
for what he has done to me."

" Why not ? 1 begin to think he has

wronged you almost as much as he has

me."
" Worse, madam ; worse. He has

robbed me of my good name. You are

still his lawful wife, and none can point

the finger at you. But look at me. I

was an honest girl, respected by all

the parish. What has he made of me ?

The man that lay a dying in my house,

and I saved his life, and so ray heart did

warm to him, — he blasphemed God's

altar, to deceive and betray me ; and
here I am, a poor forlorn creature,

neither maid, wife, nor widow ; with a

child on my arms that I do nothing but

cry over. Ay, my poor innocent, I left

thee down below, because I was ashamed
she should see thee ; ah me ! ah me !"

She lifted up her voice, and wept.

Mrs. Gaunt looked at her wistfully,

and, like Mercy before her, had a bitter

struggle with human nature,— a strug-

gle so sharp that, in the midst of it, she

burst out crying with great violence
;

but, with that burst, her great soul con-

quered.

She darted out of the room, leaving

Mercy astonished at her abrupt de-

parture.

Mercy was patiently drying her eyes,

when the door opened, and judge her

surprise when she saw Mrs. Gaunt
glide into the room with her little boy

asleep in her arms, and an expression

upon her face more sublime than any-

thing Mercy Vint had ever yet seen on

earth. She kissed the babe softly, and,

becoming infantine as -well as angelic by

this contact, sat herself down in a mo-

ment on the floor with him, and held

out her hand to Mercy. " There," said

she, "come, sit beside us, and sec how
I hate him, — no more than you do;

sweet innocent."

They looked him all over, discussed

his every feature learnedly, kissed his

limbs and extremities after the manner

of their sex, and, comprehending at last

that to have been both of them wronged

by one man was a bond of sympathy,

not hate, the two wives of Griffith Gaunt
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laid his cbild across their two laps, and

wept over him together.

Mercy Vint took herself to task.
4;

I am but a selfish woman/' said she,

" to talk or think of anything but that

I came here for." She then proceeded

to show Mrs. Gaunt by what means

she proposed to secure her acquittal,

without getting Griffith Gaunt into

tr uble.

Mrs. Gaunt listened with keen and

grateful attention, until she came to

tli it part ; then she interrupted her

eagerlv. " Don't spare him for me. In

your place I 'd trounce the villain finely.''

"Ay," said Mercy, "and then forgive

him ; but I am dilTcrent. I shall never

forgive him ; but I am a poor hand at

punishing and revenging. I always

was. My name is Mercy, you know.

To tell the truth, I was to have been

called Prudence, after my good aunt

;

but she said, nay ; she had lived to hear

Greed, and Selfishness, and a heap

of faults, named Prudence. ' Call the

child something that means what it does

mean, and not after me,' quoth she.

So with me hearing ' Mercy, Mercy,'

called out after me so many years, I do

think the quality hath somehow got

un ler my skin ; for I cannot abide to

see folk smart, let alone to strike the

blow. What, shall I take the place of

G 3 I, and punish the evil-doers, because
:

t is me they wrong ? Nay, dame, I

will never punish him, though he hath

wro:v ed me cruelly. All I shall do is to

think very ill of him, and shun him,

and tear his memory out of my heart.

You look at me: do you think I can-

not? You don't know me; I am very

resolute when I see clear. Of course I

loved 1dm, — loved him dearly. He was

1: a husband to me, and a kind one.

But '.he moment I knew how basely lu-

ll i ; deceived us both, my heart began

to turn against the man, and now 't is

i- • to him. Heaven knows what I am
made of; for, believe me, I W liever

ten times be beside you than beside

hi ;). My heart it lay like a lump of

l' '

l heard your story, and found I

C< Id do; i: .i good turn, — you that he

had wronged, as well as me. I read

your beautiful eyes ; but nay, fear me
not; I "m not the woman to pine for

the fruit that is my neighbor's. All I

ask for on earth is a few kind words
and looks from you. You are gentle,

and I am simple ; but we are both one

flesh and blood, and your lovely wet

eyes do prove it this moment. Dame
Gaunt— Kate — I ne'er was ten miles

from home afore, and I am come all

this weary way to serve thee. O. give

me the one thing that can do me good
in this world, — the one thing 1 pine

for, — a little of your love."

The words were scarce out of her lips,

when Mrs. Gaunt caught her impetu-

ously round the neck with both hands,

and laid her on that erring but noble

heart of hers, and kissed her eagerly.

They kissed one another again and
again, and wept over one another.

And now Mrs. Gaunt, who did noth-

ing bv halves, could not make enough

of Mercy Vint. She ordered supper,

and ate with her, to make her eat.

Mrs. Menteith offered Mercy a bed;

but Mrs. Gaunt said she must he with

her. she and her child.

'•What,'' said she, "think you I'll

let you out of my sight ? Alas ! who
knows when you and I shall ever be

together again ?
"

"
I know." said Mercy, thoughtfully.

" In this world, never.''

They slept in one bed, and held each

other by the hand all night, and talked

to one another, and in the morning

knew each the other's storv. and each

the other's mind and character, better

than their oldest acquaintances knew
either the one or the other.

CHAPTER XLIII.

THE trial began again : and the court

was crowded to suffocation. All I

Were bent on the prisoner. She rose,

calm and quiet, and begged leave to

say a few words to the court.

Mr. WhitWOrth objected to that. Sin-

had concluded her address yesterday,

and called a witness.
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Prisoner. But I have not examined

a witness yet.

Judge. You come somewhat out

of time, madam ; but, if you will be

brief, we will hear you.

Prisoner. 1 thank you, my lord. It

was only to withdraw an error. The
cry for help that was heard by the side

of Hernshaw Mere, I said, yesterday,

that cry was uttered by Thomas Lei-

cester. Well, I find I was mistaken :

the cry for help was uttered by my
husband,— by that Griffith Gaunt I am
accused of assassinating".

This extraordinary admission caused

a great sensation in court. The judge

looked very grave and sad ; and Ser-

geant Wiltshire, who came into court

just then, whispered his junior, " She
has put the rope round her own neck.

The jur} r would never have believed

our witness."

Prisoner. I will only add, that a per-

son came into the town last night, who
knows a great deal more about this

mysterious business than I do. I pur-

pose, therefore, to alter the plan of my
defence ; and to save your time, my
lord, who have dealt so courteously with

me, I shall call but a single witness.

Ere the astonishment caused by this

sudden collapse of the defence was in

any decree abated, she called " Mercy
Vint."

There was the usual stir and strug-

gle ; and then the calm, self-possessed

face and figure of a comely young wo-

man confronted the court. She was
sworn ; and examined by the prisoner

after this fashion.

" Where do you live ?
"

" At the ' Packhorse,' near Allerton,

in Lancashire."

Prisoner. Do you know Mr. Griffith

Gaunt ?

Mercy. Madam, I do.

Prisoner. Was he at your place in

October last ?

Mercy. Yes, madam, on the thirteenth

of October. On that day he left for

Cumberland.

Prisoner. On foot, or on horseback ?

Mercy. On horseback.

Prisoner. With boots on. or shoes ?

Mercy. He had a pair of new boots

on.

Prisoner. Do you know Thomas
Leicester ?

Mercy. A pcdler called at our house
on the eleventh of October, and he

said his name was Thomas Leicester.

Prisoner. How was he shod ?

Mercy. In hobnailed shoes.

Prisoner. Which way went he on
leaving you ?

Mercy. Madam, he went northwards ;

I know no more for certain.

Prisoner. When did you see Mr.

Gaunt last ?

Mercy. Four days ago.

Judge. What is that ? You saw him
alive four days ago ?

Mercy. Ay. my lord ; the last Wednes-
day that ever was.

At this the people burst out into a

loud, agitated murmur, and their heads

went to and fro all the time. In vain

the crier cried and threatened. The
noise rose and surged, and took its

course. It went down gradually, as

amazement gave way to curiosity ; and
then there was a remarkable silence ;

and then the silvery voice of the pris-

oner, and the mellow tones of the wit-

ness, appeared to penetrate the very-

walls of the building, each syllable of

those two beautiful speakers was heard

so distinctly.

Prisoner. Be so good as to tell the

court what passed on Wednesday last

between Griffith Gaunt and you, rela-

tive to this charge of murder.

Mercy. I let him know one George

Neville had come from Cumberland in

search of him, and had told me you lay

in Carlisle jail charged with his mur-

der. I did urge him to ride at once

to Carlisle, and show himself; but he

refused. He made light of the matter.

Then I told him not so ; the circum-

stances looked ugly, and your life was
in peril. Then he said, nay, 'twas in

no peril ; for if you were t® be found

guilty, then he would show himself on
the instant. Then I told him he was
not worthy the name of a man, and if

he would not go, 1 would. '.' Go you,

by all means," said he, " and I '11 give
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you a writing that will clear her. Jack

Houseman will be there, that knows

my hand ; and so does the sheriff, and

half the grand jury at the least."

Prisoner. Have you that writing ?

Mercy. To be sure I have. Mere

't is.

Prisoner. Be pleased to read it.

Judge. Stay a minute. Shall you

prove it to be his handwriting ?

Prisoner. Ay, my lord, by as many
as you please.

Judge. Then let that stand over for

the present. Let me see it.

It was handed up to him ; and he

showed it to the sheriff, who said he

thought it was Griffith Gaunt's writ-

ing.

The paper was then read out to the

jury. It ran as follows :
—

" Know all men, that I, Griffith

Gaunt, Esq.. of Bolton Hall and Hern-

shaw Castle, in the county of Cumber-
land, am alive and well ; and the matter

which has so puzzled the good folk in

Cumberland befell as follows : — I left

Hernshaw Castle in the dead of night

upon the fifteenth of October. Why,
is no man's business but mine. I found

the stable locked ; so I left my horse,

and went on foot. I crossed Hernshaw
Mere by the bridge, and had got about

a hundred yards, as I suppose, on the

way, when I heard some one fall with a

great splash into the mere, and soon

after cry dolefully for help. I, that am
no swimmer, ran instantly to the north

side to a clump of trees, where a bo.it

used always to be kept. But the boat

was not there. Then I cried lustily

for help, and, as no one came, 1 fired

my pistol and cried murder ! For I

had heard men will come sooner to that

cry than to any other. But in truth I

was almost out of my wits, that a fel-

low-creature should perish miserably

so near me. Whilst I ran wildly to

and fro, some came oat of the Castle

bearing torches. By this time I was

at the 1 rid . 'oat saw no signs «>f the

drowning man ; yet the night was clear.

Then 1 knewthat his fate was sealed;

and. ti r reasons of my own, not choos-

ing to be seen by those who were com-
ing to his aid, I hastened from the

place. My happiness being gone,

and my conscience smiting me sore,

and not knowing whither to turn, I

took to drink, and fell into bad ways,

and lived like a brute, and not a man,

for six weeks or more ; so that I never

knew of the good fortune that had

fallen on me when least I deserved it :

I mean by old Mr. Gaunt of Coggle-

swade making of me his heir. But one

day at Kendal I saw Mercy Vint's ad-

vertisement ; and I went to her, and

learned that my wife lay in Carlisle

jail for my supposed murder. But I

say that she is innocent, and nowise to

blame in this matter : for I deserved

every hard word she ever gave me

;

and as for killing, she is a spirited wo-
man with her tongue, but hath not the

heart to kill a fly. She is what she al-

ways was, — the pearl of womankind;
a virtuous, innocent, and noble lady. I

have lost the treasure of her love by
my fault, not hers ; but at least I have

a right to defend her life and honor.

Whoever molests her after this, out of

pretended regard for me, is a liar, and

a fool, and no friend of mine, but my
enemy, and I his — to the death.

"Griffith Gaunt."

It was a day of surprises. This
tribute from the murdered man to his

assassin was one of them. "People

looked in one another's faces open-

eyed.

The prisoner looked in the judge's,

and acted on what she saw there.

"That is my defence," said she, qui-

etly, and sat down.

It a show of hands had been called

at that moment, she would have been

acquitted by a< i lamation.

Bui Mr. Whitworth was a zealous

young barrister, binning for distinction.

lb' Stuck to his case, and cross-exam-

ine! Mi rev Vint with sevei it) : indeed,

with asperity.

Whitworth. What are you to receive

for this evidence ?

Mercy. Anan.

// O, you know what I
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mean. Are you not to be paid for tell-

ing us this romance ?

Mercy. Nay, sir, I ask naught for

telling the truth.

Whitworth. You were in the prison-

er's company yesterday ?

Mercy. Yes, sir, I visited her in the

jail last night.

Whitworth. And there concerted this

ingenious defence ?

Mercy. Well, sir, for that matter, I

told her that her man was alive, and I

did offer to be her witness.

Whitworth. For naught ?

Mercy. For no money or reward, if

't is that you mean. Why, 't is a joy

beyond money to clear an innocent

body, and save her life ; and that satis-

faction is mine this day.

Whitworth (sarcastically). These
are very fine sentiments for a person

in your condition. Confess that Mrs.

Gaunt primed you with all that.

Mercy. Nay, sir, I left home in that

mind ; else I had not come at all. Be-

think you ; 't is a long journey for one

in my way of life ; and this dear child

on my arm all the way.

Mrs. Gaunt sat boiling with indigna-

tion. But Mercy's good temper and
meekness parried the attack that time.

Mr. Whitworth changed his line.

Whitworth. You ask the jury to

believe that Griffith Gaunt, Esquire, a

gentleman, and a man of spirit and

honor, is alive, yet skulks and sends

you hither, when by showing his face in

this court he could clear his wife with-

out a single word spoken ?

Mercy. Yes, sir ; I do hope to be

believed, for I speak the naked truth.

But, with due respect to you, Mr. Gaunt
did not send me hither against my will.

I could not bide in Lancashire, and let

an innocent woman be murdered in

Cumberland.

Whitworth. Murdered, quotha. That
is a good jest. I 'd have you to know
we punish murders here, not do them.

Mercy. I am glad to hear that, sir,

on the lady's account.

Whitworth. Come, come. You pre-

tend you discovered this Griffith

Gaunt alive, by means of an adver-

tisement. If so, produce the adver-

tisement.

Mercy Vint colored, and cast a swift,

uneasy glance at Mrs. Gaunt.

Rapid as it was, the keen eye of the

counsel caught it.

u Nay, do not look to the culprit for

orders," said he. " Produce it, or con-

fess the truth. Come, you never adver-

tised for him."
" Sir, I did advertise for him."
" Then produce the advertisement."
" Sir, I will not," said Mercy, calm-

" Then I shall move the court to

commit you."
" For what offence, if you please ?

"

" For perjury and contempt of court."

" I am guiltless of either, God knows.

But I will not show the advertise-

ment."

"Judge. This is very extraordinary.

Perhaps you have it not about you.

Mercy. My lord, the truth is I have

it in my bosom. But, if I show it, it

will not make this matter one whit

clearer, and 't will open the wounds of

two poor women. 'T is not for myself.

But, O my lord, look at her. Hath she

not gone through grief enow ?
"

The appeal was made with a quiet,

touching earnestness, that affected ev-

ery hearer. But the judge had a duty

to perform. " Witness," said he, "you
mean well ; but indeed you do the

prisoner an injury by withholding this

paper. Be good enough to produce it

at once."

Prisoner (with a deep sigh). Obey
my lord.

Mercy (with a patient sigh). There,

sir. may the Lord forgive you the use-

less mischief you are doing.

Whitworth. I am doing my duty,

young woman. And yours is to tell

the whole truth, and not a part only.

Mercy (acquiescing). That is true,

sir.

Whitworth. Why, what is this ? 'T

is not Mr. Gaunt you advertise for in

these papers. 'Tis Thomas Leicester.

Judge. What is that ? I don't un-

derstand.

Whitworth. Nor I neither.
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Judge. Let me see the papers.
;T is

Thomas Leicester sure enough.

Whitworth. And you mean to swear

that Griffith Gaunt answered an ad-

vertisement inviting Thomas Leices-

ter ?

Mercy. I do. Thomas Leicester was

the name he went by in our part.

Whitworth. What ? what ? You are

jesting.

Mercy. Is this a place or a time for

jesting ? I say he called himself Thom-
as Leicester.

Here the business was interrupted

again by a multitudinous murmur of

excited voices. Everybody was whis-

pering astonishment to his neighbor.

And the whisper of a great crowd has

the effect of a loud murmur.

Whitworth. O, he called himself

Thomas Leicester, did he ? Then
what makes you think he is Griffith

Gaunt ?

Mercy. Well, sir, the pedler, whose
real name was Thomas Leicester, came
to our house one day, and saw his pic-

ture, and knew it ; and said something

to a neighbor that raised my suspicions.

When he came home, I took this shirt

out of a drawer ; 't was the shirt he

wore when he first came to us. 'Tis

marked "G. G." (The shirt was ex-

amined.) Said I, " For God's sake

speak the truth : what does G. G.

stand for ?
;

' Then he told me his

real name was Griffith Gaunt, and he

had a wife in Cumberland. "Go back

to her," said I, "and ask her to for-

give you." Then he rode north, and I

never saw him again till last Wednes-
day.

Whitworth (satirically). You seem
to have been mighty intimate with this

Thomas Leicester, whom you now call

Griffith Gaunt. May I ask what was,

or is, the nature of your connection

with him ?

Mercy was silent.

Whitworth. 1 must press for a re-

ply, that we may know what value to

attach to your most extraordinary evi-

dence. Were you his wife, - - or his

mistn ss ?

Mercy. Indeed. I hardly know; but

not his mistress, or I should not be

here.

Whitworth. You don't know whether

you were married to the man or not ?

Mercy. I do not say so. But—
She hesitated, and cast a piteous look

at Mrs. Gaunt, who sat boiling with in-

dignation.

At this look, the prisoner, who had
long contained herself with difficulty,

rose, with scarlet cheeks and flashing

eyes, in defence of her witness, and
flung her prudence to the wind.

"•Fie, sir," she cried. "The woman
you insult is as pure as your own moth-

er, or mine. She deserves the pity, the

respect, the veneration of all good men.

Know, my lord, that my miserable hus-

band deceived and married her under

the false name he had taken. She has

the marriage-certificate in her bosom.

Pray make her show it, whether she

will or not. My lord, this Mercy Yint

is more an angel than a woman. I am
her rival, after a manner. Yet, out of

the goodness and greatness of her no-

ble heart, she came all that way to save

me from an unjust death. And is such

a woman to be insulted ? I blush for

the hired advocate who cannot see his

superior in an incorruptible witness, a

creature all truth, piety, purity, unself-

ishness, and goodness. Yes, sir, you
began by insinuating that she was as

venal as yourself; for you are one that

can be bought by the first-comer ; and
now you would cast a slur on her chas-

tity. For shame ! for shame ! This is

one of those rare women that adorn

our whole sex, and embellish human
nature ; and, so long as you have the

privilege of exchanging words with

her, I shall stand here on the watch,

to see that you treat her with due re-

spect : ay, sir, with reverence ; for I

have measured you both, and she is

as mucn your superior as she is mine."

This amazing burst was delivered

with such prodigious tire and rapidity

that nobody was self-possessed enough
to stop it in time. It was like a furious

gust of words sweeping over the court.

Mr. Whitworth, pale with angc-r,

merely said :

M Madam, the good taste
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o'i these remarks I leave the court to

decide upon. But you cannot be al-

lowed to give evidence in your own
defe nee.

1 '

"No, but in hers I will," said Mrs.

Gaunt. "No power shall hinder me."

Judge, (coldly). Had you not better

go on cross-examining the witness?

Whitworth. Let me see your mar-

riage-certificate, if you have one ?

It was handed to him.

" Well, now how do you know that

this Thomas Leicester was Griffith

Gaunt ?

Judge. Why, she has told you he

confessed it to her.

Mercy. Yes, my lord ; and, besides,

he wrote me two letters signed Thomas
Leicester. Here they are, and I desire

they may be compared with the paper

he wrote last Wednesday, and signed

Griffith Gaunt. And more than that,

whilst we lived together as man and
wife, one Hamilton, a travelling paint-

er, took our portraits, his and mine.

I have brought his with me. Let his

friends and neighbors look on this

portrait, and say whose likeness it is.

What I say and swear is, that on
Wednesday last I saw and spoke with

that Thomas Leicester, or Griffith

Gaunt, whose likeness I now show
you.

Willi that she lifted the portrait up,

and showed it all the court.

Instantly there was a roar of recog-

nition.

It was one of those hard daubs that

are nevertheless so monstrously like

the originals.

Judge (to Mr. Whitworth). Young
gentleman, we are all greatly obliged

to you. You have made the prison-

er's case. There was but one weak
point in it ; I mean the prolonged

absence of Griffith Gaunt. You have

now accounted for that. You have

forced a very truthful witness to de-

pose that this Gaunt is himself a

criminal, and is hiding from fear of

the law. The case for the crown is a

mere tissue of conjectures, on which

no jury could safely convict, even if

there was no defence at all. Under

other circumstances I might decline to

receive evidence at second-hand that

Griffith Gaunt is alive. But here such

evidence is sufficient, for it lies on the

crown to prove the man dead ; but you

have only proved that lie was alive on
the fifteenth of October, and that since

then somebody is dead with shoes on.

This somebody appears on the balance

of proof to be Thomas Leicester, the

pedlcr ; and he has never been heard

of since, and Griffith Gaunt has. Then
I say you cannot carry the case further.

You have not a leg to stand on. What
say you, Brother Wiltshire ?

Wiltshire. My lord, I think there is

no case against the prisoner, and am
thankful to your lordship for relieving

me of a very unpleasant task.

The question of guilty or not guilty

was then put to the jury, who in-

stantly brought the prisoner in not

guilty.

Judge. Catharine Gaunt, you leave

this court without a stain, and with

our sincere respect and sympathy. I

much regret the fear and pain you
have been put to : you have been

terribly punished for a hasty word.

Profit now by this bitter lesson ; and

may Heaven enable you to add a well-

governed spirit to your many virtues

and graces.

He half rose from his seat, and bowed
courteously to her. She courtesied rev-

erently, and retired.

He then said a few words to Mercy
Vint.

" Young woman, I have no words to

praise 3-011 as you deserve. You have

shown us the beauty of the female char-

acter, and, let me add, the beaut3r of the

Christian religion. You have come a

long way to clear the innocent. I

hope you will not stop there; but also

punish the guilty person, on whom we
have wasted so much pity."

" Me, my lord ? " said Mercy. " I

would not harm a hair of his head for

as man3'- guineas as there be hairs in

mine."

'•Child," said my lord, "thou art too

good for this world ; but go thy ways,

and God bless thee."
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Thus abruptly ended a trial that, at

first, had looked so formidable for the

accu

The judge now retired for some re-

freshment, and while he was gone Sir

George Neville dashed up to the Town
Hall, four in hand, and rushed in by

the magistrate's door, with a pedler's

pack, which he had discovered in the

mere, a few yards from the spot where

the mutilated body was found.

lie learned the prisoner was already

acquitted. He left the pack with the

sheriff, and begged him to show it to

the judge ; and went in search of Mrs.

Gaunt.

He found her in the jailer's house.

She and Mercy Vint were seated hand

in hand.

He started at first sight of the lat-

ter. Then there was a universal shak-

ing of hands, and glistening of eyes.

And, when this was over, Mrs. Gaunt
turned to him, and said, piteously :

" She will go back to Lancashire to-

morrow ; nothing I can say will turn

her."

" No, dame," said Mercy, quietly

;

"Cumberland is no place for me. My
work is done here. Our paths in this

world do lie apart. George Neville,

persuade her to go home at once, and
not trouble about me."

'•Indeed, madam," said Sir George,

"she speaks wisely: she always does.

My carriage is at the door, and the

people waiting by thousands in the

street to welcome your deliverance.''

Mrs. Gaunt drew herself up with

fiery and bitter disdain.

"Are they so?" said she, grimly.

" Then I '11 balk them. 1 '11 steal

away in the dead of night. No, mis-

erable populace, that howls and hisses

with the strong against the weak, you

shall have no part in my triumph ; 'tis

sacred to my friends. You honored

me with your hootings, you shall not

disgrace me with your acclamations.

Here I stay till Mercy Vint, my guar-

dian angel, leaves me forever."

She then requested Sir George to

order his horses back to the inn, and

the coachman was to hold himself in

readiness to start when the whole town
should be asleep.

Meantime, a courier was despatched

to Hernshaw Castle, to prepare for Mrs.

Gaunt's reception.

Mrs. Menteith made a bed up for

Mercy Vint, and at midnight, v.

the coast was clear, came the parting.

It was a sad one.

Even Mercy, who had great self-com-

mand, could not then restrain her icars.

To apply the sweet and touching

words of Scripture, " They sorrowed

most of all for this, that they should

see each other's face no more."

Sir George accompanied Mrs. Gaunt
to Hernshaw.

She drew back into her corner of the

carriage, and was very silent and dis-

traite.

After one or two attempts at conver-

sation, he judged it wisest, and even

most polite, to respect her mood.

At last she burst out, " I cannot bear

it, I cannot bear it."

"Why, what is amiss?" inquired Sir

George.
" What is amiss ? Why. 't is all

amiss. 'T is so heartless, so ungrate-

ful, to let that poor angel go home to

Lancashire all alone, now she has

served my turn. Sir George, do not

think I undervalue your company :

but if you would but take her home,

instead of taking me ! Poor thing,

she is brave ; but when the excitement

of her good action is over, and she

goes back the weary road all alone,

what desolation it will be ! My heart

bleeds for her. I know I am an un-

conscionable woman, to ask such a

thing ; but then you are a true cheva-

lier; you always were, and vou saw her

merit directly. O, do pray leave me
to slip unnoticed into Hernshaw Cas-

tle, and do you accompany my bene-

factress to her humble home. Will

you. dear Sir George? 'T would be

such a load (^ff my heart."

To this appeal, uttered with trem-

bling lip and moist eves. Sir George
replied in character. He declined to

desert Mrs. Gaunt, until he had seen

her sate home
j but, that done, he would
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ride back to Carlisle and escort Mercy
home.

Mrs. Gaunt sighed, and said she was

abusing his friendship, and should kill

him with fatigue, and he was a good

creature. " If anything could make
me easy, this would," said she. " You
know how to talk to a woman, and

comfort her. I wish I was a man :

I 'd cure her of Griffith before we

reached the k Packhorse.' And, now
I think of it, you are a very happy

man to travel eighty miles with an

angel, a dove-eyed angel."

" I am a happy man to have an op-

portunity of complying with your de-

sires, madam," was the demure reply.

' : 'T is not often you do me the honor

to lay your orders on me."

After this, nothing of any moment
passed until they reached Hernshaw
Castle ; and then, as they drove up to

the door, and saw the hall blazing with

lights, Mrs. Gaunt laid her hand softly

on Sir George, and whispered, " You
were right. I thank you for not leav-

ing me."

The servants were all in the hall, to

receive their mistress ; and amongst

them were those who had given hon-

est but unfavorable testimony at the

trial, being called by the crown. These

had consulted together, and, after many
pros and cons, had decided that they

had better not follow their natural im-

pulse, and hide from her face, since

that might be a fresh offence. Accord-

ingly, these witnesses, dressed in their

best, stood with the others in the hall,

and made their obeisances, quaking in-

wardly.

Mrs. Gaunt entered the hall leaning

on Sir George's arm. She scarcely

bestowed a look upon any of her ser-

vants, but made them one sweeping

courtesy in return, and passed on ; only

Sir George felt her taper fingers just

nip his arm.

She made him partake of some sup-

per, and then this chevalier des dames
rode home, snatched a few hours' sleep,

put on the yeoman's suit in which he

had first visited the " Packhorse," and,

arriving at Carlisle, engaged the -\fhole

inside of the coach ; for Ins orders

were to console, and he did not see his

way clear to do that with two or three

strangers listening to every word.

CHAPTER XLIV.

A great change was observable in

Mrs. Gaunt after this fiery and chas-

tening ordeal. In a short time she

had been taught many lessons. She
had learned that the law will not allow

even a woman to say anything and
everything with impunity. She had

been in a court of justice, and seen

how gravely, soberly, and fairly an ac-

cusation is sifted there ; and, if false,

annihilated ; which, elsewhere, it never

is. Member of a sex that could never

have invented a court of justice, she

had found something to revere and
bless in that other sex to which her

erring husband belonged. Finally, she

had encountered in Mercy Vint a wo-

man whom she recognized at once as

her moral superior. The contact of

that pure and well-governed spirit told

wonderfully upon her. She began to

watch her tongue and to bridle her

high spirit. She became slower to

give offence, and slower to take it.

She took herself to task, and made
some little excuses even for Griffith.

She was resolved to retire from the

world altogether ; but, meantime, she

bowed her head to the lessons of ad-

versity. Her features, always lovely,

but somewhat too haughty, were now
softened and embellished beyond de-

scription by a mingled expression of

grief, humility, and resignation.

She never mentioned her husband
;

but it is not to be supposed she never

thought of him. She waited the course

of events in dignified and patient si-

lence.

As for Griffith Gaunt, he was in the

hands of two lawyers, Atkins and

Houseman. He waited on the first,

and made a friend of him. " I am at

your service," said he ; ''but not if I

am to be indicted for bigamy, and

burned in the hand."
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"These fears are idle/' said Atkins.

" Mercy \'int declared in open court

she will not proceed against you."

" Ay, but there *s my wife."

" She will keep quiet ; I have House-

man's word for it."

4
- Ay, but there 's the Attorney-Gen-

eral."
11 O, he will not move, unless he is

driven. We must use a little influence.

Mr. Houseman is of my mind, and he

has the ear of the county."

To be brief, it was represented in high

quarters that to indict Mr. Gaunt would

only open Mrs. Gaunt's wounds afresh,

and do no good; and so Houseman
found means to muzzle the Attorney-

General.

Just three weeks after the trial,

Griffith (/aunt, Esq. reappeared pub-

licly. The place of his reappearance

was Coggleswade. He came and set

about finishing his new mansion with

feverish rapidity. He engaged an

army of carpenters and painters, and

spent thousands of pounds on the dec-

orating and furnishing of the mansion,

and laying out the grounds.

This was duly reported to Mrs.

Gaunt, who said— not a word.

Hut at last one day came a letter to

Mrs. Gaunt, in Griffith's well-known

handwriting.

With all her acquired self-possession,

her hand trembled as she broke open

the seal.

It contained but these words :
—

"Madam, — 1 do not ask you to

forgive me. For, if you had done what

I have, I could never forgive you.

But for the sake of Rose, and to stop

their tongues, 1 do hope you will do

me the honor to live under this my
roof. I dare not face Hernshaw Cas-

tle. Your own apartments here are

now ready for you. Tin- place is large.

I 'pen my honor I will not trouble you ;

but show myself always, as now,
" Your penitent and very humble

servant,
u Griffith ( Jaunt."

The tin SS( nger was to wait tor her

n ply.

This letter disturbed Mrs. Gaunt's

sorrowful tranquillity at once. She was
much agitated, and so undecided that

she sent the messenger away, and told

him to call next day.

Then she sent off to Father Francis

to beg his advice.

But her courier returned, late at night,

to say Father Francis was away from

home.

Then she took Rose, and said to

her, " My darling, papa wants us to go

to his new house, and leave dear old

Hernshaw; J know not what to say

about that. What do you say ?
"

" Tell him to come to us," said Rose,

dictatorially. " Only," (lowering her

little voice very suddenly.) " if he is

naughty and won't, why then we had

better go to him ; for he amuses

me."
" As you please," said Mrs. Gaunt

;

and sent her husband this reply :
—

" Sir,— Rose and I are agreed to

defer to your judgment and obey your

wishes. Be pleased to let me know
what day you will require us ; and 1

must trouble you to send a carriage.

" I am, sir,

" Your faithful wife and humble servant.

" Catharine Gaunt.*'

At the appointed d.\\\ a carriage and

four came wheeling up to the door.

The vehicle was gorgeously embla-

zoned, and the servants in rich liv-

eries ; all which finery glittering in the

sun, and the glossy coals of the horses.

did mightily please Mistress Rose.

She stood on the stone steps, and

clapped her hands with delight Her
mother just sighed, and said, "Ay, 'tis

in pomp and show we must seek our

happiiu ss now."

She leaned back in the carriage, and

closed her eyes, yet not so close but

now and then a tear would steal out, as

she thought of the past.

drove up under an avenue to a

noble mansion, and landed at the foot

of some marble .steps, low and narrow,

but *.a vast breadth.

As they mounted these, a hall door,
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through which the carriage could have

passed, was flung open, and discovered

the servants all drawn up to do honor

to their mistress.

She entered the hall, leading Rose
by the hand ; the servants bowed and

courtesied down to the ground.

She received this homage with digni-

fied courtesy, and her eye stole round

to see if the master of the house was

coming to receive her.

The library door was opened hastily,

and out came to meet her— Father

Francis.

" Welcome, madam, a thousand times

welcome to your new home," said he,

in a stentorian voice, with a double in-

fusion of geniality. " I claim the honor

of showing you your part of the house,

though 'tis all yours for that matter."

And he led the way.

Now this cheerful stentorian voice

was just a little shaky for once, and

his eyes were moist.

Mrs. Gaunt noticed, but said noth-

ing before the people. She smiled

graciously, and accompanied him.

He took her to her apartments.

They consisted of a salle-a-manger,

three delightful bedrooms, a boudoir,

and a magnificent drawing-room, fifty

feet long, with two fireplaces, and a

bay-window thirty feet wide, filled with

the choicest flowers.

An exclamation of delight escaped

Mrs. Gaunt. Then she said, " One
would think I was a queen." Then
she sighed, " Ah," said she, " 't is

a fine thing to be rich." Then, de-

spondently, " Tell him I think it very

beautiful."

" Nay, madam, I hope you will tell

him so yourself."

Mrs. Gaunt made no reply to that.

She added :
" And it was kind of him

to have you here the first day: I do
not feel so lonely as I should without

you."

She took Griffith at his word, and
lived with Rose in her own apartments.

For some time Griffith used to slip

away whenever he saw her coming.

One day she caught him at it, and
beckoned him.
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lie came to her.

" You need not run away from me,"

said she :
" 1 did not come into your

house to quarrel with you. Let us be

friends,"' — and she gave him her hand
sweetly enough, but O so coldly !

" I hope for nothing more," said

Griffith. " If you ever have a wish,

give me the pleasure of gratifying it, —
that is all."

" I wish to retire to a convent," said

she, quietly.

" And desert your daughter? "

" I would leave her behind, to re-

mind you of days gone by."

By degrees they saw a little more of

one another ; they even dined together

now and then. But it brought them
no nearer. There was no anger, with

its loving reaction. The)'' were friend-

ly enough, but an icy barrier stood be-

tween them.

One person set himself quietly to

sap this barrier. Father Francis was
often at the Castle, and played the

peacemaker very adroitly.

The line he took might be called the

innocent Jesuitical. He saw that it

would be useless to exhort these two
persons to ignore the terrible things

that had happened, and to make it up
as if it was only a squabble. What he

did was to repeat to the husband every

gracious word the wife let fall, and vice

versa, and to suppress all either said

that might tend to estrange them.

In short, he acted the part of Mr.

Harmony in the play, and acted it to

perfection.

Gutta cavat lapidem.

Though no perceptible effect fol-

lowed his efforts, yet there is no doubt

that he got rid of some of the bitter-

ness. But the coldness remained.

One day he was sent for all in a

hurry by Griffith.

He found him looking gloomy and

agitated.

The cause came out directly- Grif-

fith had observed, at last, what all the

females in the house had seen two

months ago, that Mrs. Gaunt was in

the family way.

He now communicated this to Father
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Francis, with a voice of agony, and

looks to match.
" All the better, my son," said the

genial priest: "'twill be another tie

between you. I hope it will be a fine

Loy to inherit your estates." Then,

observing a certain hideous expression

distorting Griffith's face, he fixed his

eyes full on him, and said, sternly,

* Are you not cured yet of that mad-

ness of yours ?
"

" No, no, no," said Griffith, depre-

eatingly ;
u but why did she not tell

me?"
" You had better ask her."

"Not I. She will remind me I am
nothing to her now. And, though 'tis

so, yet I would not hear it from her

lips."

In spite of this wise resolution, the

torture he was in drove him to remon-

strate with her on her silence.

She blushed high, and excused her-

self as follows :
—

" I should have told you as soon as I

knew it myself. But you were not with

me. I was all by myself— in Carlisle

jail."

This reply, uttered with hypocritical

meekness, went through Griffith like a

knife. He turned white, and gasped

for breath, but said nothing. He left

her, with a deep groan, and never ven-

tured to mention the matter again.

All he did in that direction was to

redouble his attentions and solicitude

for her health.

The relation between these two was

now more anomalous than ever.

Even Father Francis, who had seen

strange tilings in families, used to

watch Mrs. Gaunt rise from the table

and walk heavily to the door, and her

husband dart to it and open it obse-

quiously, and receive only a very for-

mal reverence in return, — and won-

der how all this was to end.

However, under this icy surface, a

change was gradually going on ; and

one afternoon, to his great surprise,

Mrs. Gaunt's maid came to ask Grif-

fith if be would come to Mrs. Gaunt's

apartment.

He found her seated in her bay-win-

dow, among her flowers. She seemed
another woman all of a sudden, and
smiled on him her exquisite smile of

days gone by.

'•Come, sit beside me," said she,

" in this beautiful window that you have
given me."

"Sit beside you, Kate?" said Grif-

fith. " Nay, let me kneel at your knees :

that is my place."

" As you will," said she, softly ; and
continued, in the same tone :

" Now
listen to me. You and I are two fools.

We have been very happy together in

days gone by ; and we should both of

us like to try again ; but we neither of

us know how to begin. You are afraid

to tell me you love me. and I am
ashamed to own to you or anybody
else that 1 love you, in spite of it all

;

— I do. though."

" You love me! a wretch like me,

Kate ? 'T is impossible. I cannot be

so happy."
" Child," said Mrs. Gaunt, " love is

not reason ; love is not common sense.

'T is a passion ; like your jealousy, poor

fool. I love you, as a mother loves her

child, all the more for all you have

made me sutler. I might not say as

much, if I thought we should be long

together. But something tells me I

shall die this time : I never felt so be-

fore. Bury me at Hernshaw. After

all, I spent more happy years there

than most wives ever know. I see you

are very sorry for what you have done.

How could I die and leave thee in

doubt of my forgiveness, and my love ?

Kiss me, poor jealous fool ; for I do

forgive thee, and love thee with all my
sorrowful heart." And even witli the

words she bowed herself and sank

quietly into his arms, and he kissed her

and cried bitterly over her : bitterly.

But she was comparatively calm. For

she said to herself, "The end is at

hand."

Griffith, instead o( pooh-poohing his

wife'., forebodings, set himself to baffle

them.

He used his wealth freely, and, be-

sides the county doctor, ha ! two very
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eminent practitioners from London, one
of whom was a gray-headed man, the

other singularly young for the fame he

had obtained. But then he was a gen-

uine enthusiast in his art.

CHAPTER XLV.

Griffith, white as a ghost, and un-

able to shake off the forebodings Catha-

rine had communicated to him, walked

incessantly up and down the room ; and,

at his earnest request, one or other

of the four doctors in attendance was
constantly coming to him with infor-

mation.

The case proceeded favorably, and,

to Griffith's surprise and joy, a healthy

boy was born about two o'clock in the

morning. The mother was reported

rather feverish, but nothing to cause

alarm.

Griffith threw himself on two chairs

and fell fast asleep.

Towards morning he found himself

shaken, and there was Ashley, the

young doctor, standing beside him with

a very grave face. Griffith started up,

and cried, " What is wrong, in God's

name ?

"

" I am sorry to say there has been a

sudden hemorrhage, and the patient is

much exhausted."
" She is dying, she is dying !

" cried

Griffith, in anguish.

"Not dying. But she will infallibly

sink, unless some unusual circumstance

occur to sustain vitality."

Griffith laid hold of him. " O sir,

take my whole fortune, but save her

!

save her ! save her !

"

" Mr. Gaunt," said the young doc-

tor, " be calm, or you will make mat-
ters worse. There is one chance to

save her ; but my professional brethren

are prejudiced against it. However,
they have consented, at my earnest re-

quest, to refer my proposal to you. She
is sinking for want of blood ; if you
consent to my opening a vein and
transfusing healthy blood from a living

subject into hers, I will undertake the

operation. You had better come and

see her
;

you will be more able to

judge."

" Let me lean on you," said Griffith.

And the strong wrestler went tottering

up the stairs. There they showed him
poor Kate, white as the bed-clothes,

breathing hard, and with a pulse that

hardly moved.

Griffith looked at her horror-struck.
" Death has got hold of my dar-

ling," he screamed. " Snatch her

away ! for God's sake, snatch her from
him !

"

The young doctor whipped off his

coat, and bared his arm.
" There," he cried, " Mr. Gaunt con-

sents. Now, Corrie, be quick with the

lancet, and hold this tube as I tell you

;

warm it first in that water."

Here came an interruption. Griffith

Gaunt griped the young doctor's arm,

and, with an agonized and ugly expres-

sion of countenance, cried out, " What,
your blood ! What right have you to

lose blood for her?"
" The right of a man who loves his

art better than his blood," cried Ash-
ley, with enthusiasm.

Griffith tore off his coat and waist-

coat, and bared his arm to the elbow.
" Take every drop I have. No man's

blood shall enter her veins but mine.'*

And the creature seemed to swell to

double his size, as, with flushed cheek

and sparkling eyes, he held out a bare

arm corded like a blacksmith's, and

white as a duchess's.

The young doctor eyed the magnifi-

cent limb a moment with rapture ; then

fixed his apparatus and performed an

operation which then, as now, was im-

possible in theory ; only he did it. He
sent some of Griffith Gaunt's bright red

blood smoking hot into Kate Gaunfs
veins.

This done, he watched his patient

closely, and administered stimulants

from time to time.

She hung between life and death for

hours. But at noon next day she

spoke, and, seeing Griffith sitting beside

her, pale with anxiety and loss of bloo^,

she said :
" My dear, do not thou fret.

I died last nijxht. I knew I should.
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But they gave me another life ; and

now I shall live to a hundred.

They showed her the little boy ; and,

at sight of him, the whole woman made

up her mind to live.

And live she did. And, what is very

remarkable, her convalescence was

more rapid than on any former occa-

sion.

It was from a talkative nurse she first

learned that Griffith had given his blood

for her. She said nothing at the time,

but lay, with an angelic, happy smile,

thinking of it.

The first time she saw him after that,

she laid her hand on his arm, and, look-

ing Heaven itself into his eyes, she

said, " My life is very dear to me now.

'T is a present from thee."

She only wanted a good excuse for

loving him as frankly as before, and

now he had given her one. She used

to throw it in his teeth in the pret-

tiest way. Whenever she confessed a

fault, she was sure to turn slyly round

and say, " But what could one ex-

pect of me? I have his blood in my
veins."

But once she told Father Francis,

quite seriously, that she had never been

quite the same woman since she lived

by Griffith's blood ; she was turned

jealous; and moreover it had given

him a fascinating power over her, and

she could tell blindfold when he was
in the room. Which last fact, indeed,

she once proved by actual experiment.

But all this I leave to such as study

the occult sciences in this profound age

of ours.

Starting with this advantage, Time,

the great curcr, gradually healed a

wound that looked incurable.

Mrs. Gaunt became a better wife than

she had ever been before. She studied

her husband, and found he was not

hard to please. She made his home
bright and genial ; and so he never

went abroad for the sunshine he could

have at home.

And he studied her. lie added a

chapel to the house, and easily per-

suaded Francis to become the chaplain.

Thus they had a peacemaker, and a

friend, in the house, and a man severe

in morals, but candid in religion, and
an inexhaustible companion to them
and their children.

And so, after that terrible storm, this

pair pursued the even tenor of a peace-

ful united life, till the olive-branches

rising around them, and the happy years

gliding on, almost obliterated that one

dark passage, and made it seem a mere
fantastical, incredible dream.

Mercy Vint and her child went home
in the coach. It was empty at start-

ing, and, as Mrs. Gaunt had foretold, a

great sense of desolation fell upon her.

She leaned back, and the patient

tears coursed steadily down her comely

cheeks.

At the first stage a passenger got

down from the outside, and entered the

coach.

"What, George Neville!'' said

Mercy.

"The same," said he.

She expressed her surprise that he

should be going her way.

" 'T is strange," said he, " but to

me most agreeable."

"And to me too, for that matter,"

said she.

Sir George observed her eyes were

red, and, to divert her mind and keep

up her spirits, launched into a flow oi

small talk.

In the midst of it, Mercy leaned back

in the coach, and began to cry bitter-

ly. So much for that mode of consola-

tion.

Upon this he faced the situation, and

begged her not to grieve. He praised

the good action she had done, and told

her how everybody admired her for it,

especially himself.

At that she gave him her hand in

Silence, and turned away her pretty

head, lie carried her hand respectfully

to his lips ; and his manlv heart began

to yearn Over this suffering virtue, — SO

grave, so dignified, so meek. He was

no longer a young man ; he began to

talk to her like a friend. This tone,

and the soft, sympathetic voice in which

a gentleman speaks to a woman in
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trouble, unlocked her heart ; and for

the first time in her life she was led to

talk about herself.

She opened her heart to him. She
told him she was not the woman to

pine for any man. Her youth, her

health, and love of occupation, would

carry her through. What she mourned
was the loss of esteem, and the blot

upon her child. At that she drew the

baby with inexpressible tenderness,

and yet with a half-defiant air, closer

to her bosom.

Sir George assured her she would

lose the esteem of none but fools. " As
for me," said he, " I always respected

you, but now I revere you. You are a

martyr and an angel."

" George," said Mercy, gravely, "be
you my friend, not my enemy."

"Why, madam," said he, "sure you

can't think me such a wretch."

" I mean, our flatterers are our ene-

mies."

Sir George took the hint, given, as it

was, very gravely and decidedly ; and

henceforth showed her his respect by
his acts ; he paid her as much atten-

tion as if she had been a princess. He
handed her out, and handed her in

;

and coaxed her to eat here, and to drink

there ; and at the inn where the pas-

sengers slept for the night, he showed
his long purse, and secured her superi-

or comforts. Console her he could not

;

but he broke the sense of utter desola-

tion and loneliness with which she start-

ed from Carlisle. She told him so in

the inn, and descanted on the goodness

of God, who had sent her a friend in

that bitter hour.

" You have been very kind to me,

George," said she. " Now Heaven
bless you for it, and give you many
happy days, and well spent."

This, from one who never said a word
she did not mean, sank deep into Sir

George's heart, and he went to sleep

thinking of her, and asking himself was
there nothing he could do for her.

Next morning Sir George handed

Mercy and her babe into the coach
;

and the villain tried an experiment to

see what value she set on him. He did

not get in, so Mercy thought she had

seen the last of him.

" Farewell, good, kind George," said

she. " Alas ! there 's naught but meet-

ing and parting in this weary world."

The tears stood in her sweet eyes,

and she thanked him, not with words

only, but with the soft pressure of her

womanly hand.

He slipped up behind the coach, and

was ashamed of himself, and his heart

warmed to her more and more.

As soon as the coach stopped, my
lord opened the door for Mercy to

alight. Her eyes were very red ; he saw-

that. She started, and beamed with

surprise and pleasure.

" Why, I thought I had lost you for

good," said she. "Whither are you
going ? to Lancaster ?

"

" Not quite so far. I am going to

the ' Packhorse.' "

Mercy opened her eyes, and blushed

high. Sir George saw, and, to divert

her suspicions, told her merrily to be-

ware of making objections. " I am only

a sort of servant in the matter. 'T was
Mrs. Gaunt ordered me."

" I might have guessed it," said Mer-
cy. " Bless her ; she knew I should

be lonely."

" She was not easy till she had got

rid of me, I assure you," said Sir George.
" So let us make the best on 't, for she

is a lady that likes to have her own
way."

" She is a noble creature. George, I

shall never regret anything I have done

for her. And she will not be ungrateful.

O, the sting of ingratitude ! I have felt

that. Have you ?
"

" No," said Sir George ;
" I have es-

caped that, by never doing any good

actions."

" I doubt you are telling me a lie,"

said Mercy Vint.

She now looked upon Sir George

as Mrs. Gaunt's representative, and

prattled freely to him. Only now and

then her trouble came over her, and

then she took a quiet cry without cer-

emony.

As for Sir George, he sat and studied,

and wondered at her.
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Never in his life had he met such a

woman as this, who was as candid with

him as if he had been a woman. She

seemed to have a window in her bosom,

through which he looked, and saw the

pure and lovely soul within.

In the afternoon they reached a little

town, whence a cart conveyed them to

the " Packhorse."

Here Mercy Vint disappeared, and

busied herself with Sir George's com-

forts.

He sat by himself in the parlor, and

missed his gentle companion.

In the morning Mercy thought of

course he would go.

But instead of that, he stayed, and

followed her about, and began to court

her downright.

But the warmer he got, the cooler

she. And at last she said, mighty dryly,

"This is a very dull place for the likes

of you."
" 'T is the sweetest place in Eng-

land," said he ;
" at least to me ; for

it contains— the woman I love."

Mercy drew back, and colored rosy

red. " I hope not," said she.

" I loved you the first day I saw you,

and heard your voice. And now I love

you ten times more. Let me dry thy

tears forever, sweet Mercy. Be my
wife."

" You. arc mad," said Mercy. " What,

would you wed a woman in my condi-

tion ? I am more your friend than to

take you at your word. And what must

you think I am made of, to go from one

man to another, like that ?
"

"Take your time, sweetheart; only

give me your hand."

"George," said Mercy, very grave-

ly, "] am beholden to you; but my
duty it lies another way. There is a

young man in these parts " (Sir George

groaned) "that was my follower for two

years and better. I wronged him for

one I never name now. 1 must many
that poor lad, and make him happy, or

else live and die as I am."

Sir George turned pale. "One word:
do you love him ?

"

11
I have a regard for him."

" Do you love him ?
"

" Hardly. But I wronged him, and
I owe him amends. I shall pay my
debts."

Sir George bowed, and retired sick

at heart, and deeply mortified. .Mercy

looked after him and sighed.

Next day, as he walked disconsolate

up and down, she came to him and
gave him her hand. ' ; You were a good
friend to me that bitter day." said she.

" Now let me be yours. Do not bide

here :

:

t will but vex you."

" I am going, madam." said Sir

George, stiffly. " I but wait to see the

man you prefer to me. If he is not

too unworthy of you, I '11 go. and trou-

ble you no more. I have learned his

name."

Mercy blushed ; for she knew Paul

Carrick would bear no comparison with

George Neville.

The next day Sir George took leave

to observe that this Paul Carrick did

not seem to appreciate her preference

so highly as he ought. " I understand

he has never been here."

Mercy colored, but made no reply
;

and Sir George was sorry he had taunt-

ed her. He followed her about, and

showed her great attention, but not a

word of love.

There were fine trout streams in the

neighborhood, and he busied himself

fishing, and in the evening read aloud

to Mercy, and waited to see Paul Car-

rick.

Paul never came; and from a word
Mercy let drop, he saw that she was

mortified. Then, being no tyro in love,

he told her he had business in Lan-

caster, and must leave her for a few

days. But he would return, and by

that time perhaps Paul Carrick would

be visible.

Now his main object was to try the

effect of correspondence.

Every clay he sent her a long love-

letter from Lancaster.

Paul Carrick. who, in absenting him-

self lor a lime, had acted upon his sis-

ter's advice, rather than his own natu-

ral impulse, learned that Mercy re-

ceived a letter every day. This was a

thing unheard of in that parish.
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So then Paul defied his sister's ad-

vice, and presented himself to Mercy;
when the following dialogue took place.

"Welcome home, Mercy."
" Thank you, Paul."

" Well, 1 'm single still, lass."

" So 1 hear."

" I an come to say let bygones be

bygones."
k

" So be it," said Mercy, dryly.

" You have tried a gentleman ; now
try a farrier."

" 1 have ; and he did not stand the

test."

"Anan."
" Why did you not come near me

for ten days ?
"

Paul blushed up to the eyes. "Well,"

said he, " I '11 tell you the truth. 'T

was our Jess advised me to leave you

quiet just at first."

" Ay, ay. I was to be humbled, and

made to smart for my fault ; and then I

should be thankful to take you. My
lad, if ever you should be really in love,

take a friend's advice ; listen to your

own heart, and not to shallow ad-

visers. You have mortified a poor sor-

rowful creature, who was going to make
a sacrifice for you ; and you have lost

her forever."

" What d' ye mean ?
"

" I mean that you are to think no
more of Mercy Vint."

" Then it is true, ye jade
;
ye 've got-

ten a fresh lover already."

" Say no more than you know. If

you were the only man on earth, I

would not wed you, Paul Carrick."

Paul Carrick retired home, and blew
up his sister, and told her that she had
"gotten him the sack again."

The next day Sir George came back
from Lancaster, and Mercy lowered

her lashes for once at sight of him.

"Well," said he, ki has this Carrick

shown a sense of your goodness ?
"

" He has come, — and gone."

She then, with her usual frankness,

told him what had passed. u And,"
said she, with a smile, " you are partly

to blame ; for how could I help com-
paring your behavior to me with his ?

You came to my side when I was in

trouble, and showed me respect when
1 expected scorn from all the world.

A friend in need is a friend indeed.
3 '

" Reward me, reward me," said

Sir George, gayly ; "you know the

way."
" Nay, but 1 am too much your

friend," said Mercy.
" Be less my friend then, and more

my darling."

lie pressed her, he urged her, he

stuck to her, he pestered her.

She snubbed, and evaded, and par-

ried, and liked him all the better for his

pestering her.

At last, one day, she said :
" If Mrs.

Gaunt thinks it will be for your hap-

piness, I will— in six months' time;

but you shall not marry in haste to re-

pent at leisure. And I must have time

to learn two things, — whether you
can be constant to a simple woman
like me, and whether I can love again,

as tenderly as you deserve to be

loved."

All his endeavors to shake this de-

termination were vain. Mercy Vint

had a terrible deal of quiet resolution.

He retired to Cumberland, and, in a

long letter, asked Mrs. Gaunt's advice.

She replied characteristically. She
began very soberly to say that she

should be the last to advise a marriage

between persons of different conditions

in life. "But then," said she, "this

Mercy is altogether an exception. If

a flower grows on a dunghill, 't is still

a flower, and not a part of the dunghill.

She has the essence of gentility, and

indeed her mcuuiers are better bred

than most of our ladies. There is too

much affectation abroad, and that is

your true vulgarity. Tack ' my lady '

on to i Mercy Vint,' and that dignified

and quiet simplicity of hers will carry

her with credit through every court in

Europe. Then think of her virtues,"—
(here the writer began to lose her tem-

per,) — " where can you hope to find

such another ? She is a moral genius,

and acts well, no matter under what
temptation, as surely as Claude and
Raphael paint well. Why, sir, what do
you seek in a wife ? Wealth ? title ?
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family ? But you possess them already
;

you want something in addition that

will make you happy. Well, take that

angelic goodness into your house, and

you will find, by your own absolute

happiness, how ill your neighbors have

wived. For my part, I see but one

objection : the child. Well, if you are

man enough to take the mother, I am
woman enough to take the babe. In

one word, he who has the sense to fall

i:, love with such an angel, and has

not the sense to marry it, if he can, is

a fool.

'•Postscript. — My poor friend, to

what end think you I sent you clown in

the coach with her ?
"

Sir George, thus advised, acted as he

would have done had the advice been

just the opposite.

He sent Mercy a love-letter by every

post, and he often received one in re-

turn ; only his were passionate, and

hers gentle and affectionate.

But one day came a letter that was a

mere cry of distress.

i; George, my child is dying. What
shall 1 do ?

"

He mounted his horse, and rode to

her.

lie came too late. The little boy

had died suddenly of croup, and was to

be buried next morning.

The poor mother received him up

stairs, and her grief was terrible. She

clung sobbing to him, and could not be

comforted. Yet she felt his coming.

Hut a mother's anguish overpowered

.ill.

Crushed by this fearful blow, her

strength gave way for a time, and

clung to George Neville, and told him

she had nothing left but him, and one

day implored him not to die and leave

her.

Sir George said all he could think

of to comfort her ; and at the v\m\ of a

fortnight persuaded her to leave the

" Packhorse," and England, as his

wife.

She had little power to resist now,

and indeed little inclination.

They were married by special li-

cense, and spent a twelvemonth abroad.

At the end of that time they returned

to Neville's Court, and Mercy took her

place there with the same dignified

simplicity that had adorned her in a

humbler station.

Sir George had given her no les-

sons ; but she had observed closely,

for his sake ; and being already well

educated, and very quick and docile,

she seldom made him blush except

with pride.

They were the happiest pair in Cum-
berland. Her merciful nature now
found a larger field for its exercise,

and, backed by her husband's purse,

she became the Lady Bountiful of the

parish and the county.

The day after she reached Neville's

Court came an exquisite letter to her

from Mrs. Gaunt. She sent an affec-

tionate reply.

But the Gaunts and the Nevilles did

not meet in society.

Sir George Neville and Mrs. Gaunt,

being both singularly brave and haugh-

ty people, rather despised this arrange-

ment.

But it seems that, one day. when
they were all four in the Town Hall,

folk whispered and looked ; and both

Griffith Gaunt and Lady Neville sur-

prised these glances, and determined,

by one impulse, it should never happen

again. Hence it was quite understood

that the Nevilles and the Gaunts were

not to be asked to the same parry or

ball.

The wives, however, corresponded,

and Lady Neville easily induced Mrs.

Gaunt to co-operate with, her in her

benevolent acts, especially in saving

young women, who had been betrayed.,

from sinking deeper.

Living a good many miles apart,

Lady Neville could send her stray

sheep to service near Mrs. Gaunt ; and

vice versa ; and SO, merciful, but dis-

criminating, they saved many a poor

girl who had been weak, not wicked.

So then, though they could not eat

nor dance together in earthly mansions,

they could do good together: and me-
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thinks, in the eternal world, where

years of social intercourse will prove

less than cobwebs, these their joint acts

of mercy will be links of a bright,

strong chain, to bind their souls in

everlasting amity.

It was a remarkable circumstance,

that the one child of Lady Neville's

unhappy marriage died, but her nine

children by Sir George all grew to

goodly men and women. That branch

of the Nevilles became remarkable for

high principle and good sense ; and

this they owe to Mercy Vint, and to

Sir George's courage in marrying her.

This Mercy was granddaughter to one

of Cromwell's ironsides, and brought

her rare personal merit into their house,

and also the best blood of the old Puri-

tans, than which there is no blood in

Europe more rich in male courage, fe-

male chastity, and all the virtues.

GUROWSKI.

THE late Count Gurowski came to

this country from France in No-
vember, 1849, and resided at first in

New York. He made his appearance

at Boston, I think, in the latter part of

1850, and, being well introduced by let-

ters from men of note in Paris, was re-

ceived with attention in the highest cir-

cles of society. Among his friends at

this period were Prescott, Ticknor,

Longfellow, Lowell, Parker, Sumner,

Felton, and Everett,— the last named
of whom was then President of Harvard

University. The eccentric appearance

and character of the Count, of course,

excited curiosity and gave rise to many
idle rumors, the most popular of which

declared him to be a Russian spy,

though what there was to spy in this

country, where everything is published

in the newspapers, or what the Czar

expected to learn from such an agent,

nobody undertook to explain. The
phrase was a convenient one, and, like

many others equally senseless, was
currently adopted because it seemed

to explain the incomprehensible ; and
certainly, to the multitude, no man
was ever less intelligible than Gu-
rowski.

To those, however, who cared for

precise information, the French and
German periodicals of the day, in which

his name frequently figured, furnished

sufficient to determine his social and his-

torical status. From authentic sources

it was soon learned that he was the

head of a distinguished noble family of

Poland ; that he was born in 1805, and

had taken part in the great insurrection

of 1 83 1 against the Russians, for which

he had been condemned to death, while

his estates were confiscated and as-

signed to a younger brother, who had

remained loyal to the Czar. It was
known also that at Paris, where he had

found refuge, he had been a special

favorite of Lafayette and of the leading

republicans, and an active member of

the Polish Revolutionary Committee,

till, in 1835, he published La Veritc sur

la Russze, in which work he maintained

that the interests of Poland and of all

the other Slavic countries would be pro-

moted by absorption into the Russian

Empire and union under the Russian

Czar. This book drew upon him the

indignant denunciation of his country-

men, who regarded it as a betrayal of

their cause, and led to the revocation

of his sentence of death, and to an

invitation to enter the service of Nicho-

las. He accordingly went to St. Pe-

tersburg in 1836, where his sister had
long resided, personally attached to the

Empress and in high favor at the im-

perial court. He was employed at first

in the private chancery of the Emperor,
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and afterwards in the Department of

Public Instruction, in which he suggest-

ed and introduced various measures

tending to Russianize Poland by means
of schools and other public institutions.

lie seems for some years to have been

in favor, and on the high road to power

and distinction. In 1844, however, he

iled from St. Petersburg secretly, and

took refuge at the court of Berlin. He
was pursued, and his extradition de-

manded of the Prussian government.

What his offence was I have never

learned, but can readily suppose that

it was only a too free use of his tongue,

which was at all times uncontrollable,

and was always involving him in dif-

ficulties wherever he resided. He was
quite as likely to contradict and snub

the Czar as readily as he would the

meanest peasant, and, for that matter,

even more readily. His flight from

Russia caused a good deal of discus-

sion in the Continental newspapers, and

it is certain that for some reason or

other strong and pertinacious efforts

were made by the Russian government

to have him delivered up. The Czar

had at that time great influence over

the court of Berlin ; and Gurowski was
at length privately requested by the

Prussian government, in a friendly way,

to relieve them of embarrassment by

withdrawing from the kingdom. He
accordingly went to Heidelberg and

afterwards to Munich, and for two

years subsequently was a Lecturer on

Political Economy at the University of

Berne, in Switzerland. At a later pe-

riod he visited Italy, and for a year

previous to his arrival in this country

had resided in Paris. Besides his

first work on Panslavism, already men-
tioned, he had published several oth-

ers in French and German, which

had attracted considerable attention by
the force and boldness of their ideas,

and the wide range of erudition dis-

played in them. Finally, it became
known to those who cared to inquire,

that one of his brothers, Ignatius Gu-
rowski, was married to an infanta of

S] in, whom I believe he had persuad-

ed to elope with him ; that GuTOWSld

himself was a widower, with a son in

the Russian navy and a daughter mar-
ried in Switzerland ; and that some com-
promise had been made about his con-

fiscated estates by which his " loyal "

brother had agreed to pay him a slen-

der annual allowance, which was not
always punctually remitted.

Such was the substance of what was
known, or at least of what I knew and
can now recall, of Gurowski, soon after

his arrival in Boston, sixteen vears

ago. He came to Massachusetts. I

think, with some expectation of becom-
ing connected with Harvard Universi-

ty as a lecturer or professor, and took

up his residence in Cambridge in lodg-

ings in a house on Main Street, nearly

opposite the College Library. In Janu-

ary, 1 85 1, he gave, at President Ev-
erett's house, a course of lectures upon
Roman Jurisprudence, of which I have
preserved the following syllabus, print-

ed by him in explanation of his pur-

pose.

"Count de Gurowski proposes to

give Six Lectures upon the Roman Ju-

risprudence, or the Civil Law according

to the following syllabus :
—

u As the history of the Roman La\Y

is likewise the history of the principle

of the Right {das Recht) as it exists in

the consciousness of men, and of its

outward manifestation as a law in an

organized society ; a philosophical out-

line of tins principleand of its manifes-

tations will precede.

'•The philosophical and historical

progress of the notion or conception of

the Right, through the various moments
or data of juris; nulential formation by

the Romans. Explanation of the prin-

cipal elements and facts, out of which

was framed successively the Roman law.

"Such ttre, for instance, the Ramnian,

the Sabinian, or Quiritian ; their influ-

ence on the character of the legislation

and jurisprudence.

"The peculiarity and the legal mean-

ing of the jus quiritium. Explanation

of some of its legal rites, as those con-

ceming matrimony, jus manJpi, in jure

cess to, etc.
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"The primitive jus civile derived

from thejus quiritium. Point out the

principal social element on which, and

through which, the jus privatum, con-

nected with the jus civile, was devel-

oped.
" The primitive difference between

both these two kinds of jits.

'•Other elements of the Roman Civil

Law. The jus gentium, its nature and

origin. How it was conceived by the

Romans, and how it acted on the Ro-

man community. Its agency, enlight-

ening and softening influence on the

Roman character, and on the severity

of the primitivey'/^ civile.

" The nature, the agency of the praeto-

rian or edictorial right and jurispru-

dence.

"A condensed sketch of the Roman
civil process. The principal formalities

and rules according to the jus quiriti-

ttm, jus civile, and the edicta fircetorum.

Difference between the magistrate and

the judge.

" The scientific development of the

above-mentioned data in the formation

of the Roman Law, or the period be-

tween Augustus and Alex. Severus.

Epoch of the imperial jurisconsults

;

its character.

" Decline. The codification of the Ro-

man Law, or the formation of the Jus-

tinian Code. Sketch of it during the

mediaeval and modern periods.

" Count Gurowski is authorized to

refer to Hon. Edward Everett, Prof.

Parsons, Prof. Parker, Wm. H. Pres-

cott, Esq., Hon. T. G. Cary, Charles

Sumner, Esq., Hon. G. S. Hillard, Prof.

Felton.

"Cambridge, January 24, 1851."

The lectures were not successful,

being attended by only twenty or thirty

persons, who did not find them very

interesting. The truth is, that few

Americans care anything for the Ro-
man law, or for the history of the prin-

ciple of the Right {das Recti t) ; nor for

the Ramnian, Sabinian, or Ouiritian ju-

risprudence ; nor whether the jus civile

was derived from the jus quiritium, or

the jus quiritium from the jus civile, —

nor do I see why they should care.

Put even if the subject had been inter-

esting in itself Gurowski's imperfect

pronunciation of" our language al that

time would have insured his failure as

a lecturer. He had a copious stock of

English words at command; but as he

had learned the language almost wholly

from books, his accent was so strongly

foreign that few persons could under-

stand him at first, except those of quick

apprehension and some knowledge of

the French and German idioms which

he habitually used.

The favor with which Gurowski had
been received in the high circles of

Boston society soon evaporated, as his

faults of temper and of manner, and his

rough criticisms on men and affairs,

began to be felt. Massachusetts was
then in the midst of the great conserva-

tive and proslavery reaction of 1850,

and Gurowski's dogmatic radicalism

was not calculated to recommend him

to the ruling influences in politics, lit-

erature, or society. He denounced with

vehemence, and without stint or quali-

fication, slavery and its Northern sup-

porters. Nothing could silence him,

nobody could put him down. It was in

vain to appeal to Mr. Webster, then at

the height of his reputation as a Union-

saver and great constitutional expound-

er. "What do I care for Mr. Web-
ster," he said on some occasion when
the Fugitive Slave Law was under dis-

cussion in the high circles of Beacon
Street, and the dictum of the great ex-

pounder had been triumphantly ap-

pealed to. " I can read the Constitu-

tion as well as Mr. Webster." " But

surely. Count, you would not presume

to dispute Mr. Webster's opinion on

a question of constitutional law ?

"

" And why not ? " replied Gurowski, in

high wrath, and in his loudest tones.

" I tell you I can read the Constitution

as well as Mr. Webster, and I say that

the Fugitive Slave Law is unconstitu-

tional, — is an outrage and an imposition

of which you will all soon be ashamed.

It is a disgrace to humanity and to

your republicanism, and Mr. Webster
should be hung for advocating it. He
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is a humbug or an ass," continued the

Count, his wrath growing fiercer as he

poured it out,— " an ass if he believes

such aw infamous law to be constitu-

tional ; and if he does not believe it, he

is a humbug and a scoundrel for advo-

cating it." Beacon Street, of course,

was aghast at this outburst of blas-

phemy ; and the high circles thereof

were speedily closed against the plain-

spoken radical who dared to question

Mr. Webster's infallibility, and who
made, indeed, but small account of the

other idols worshipped in that locality.

It was at this time, in the spring of

1S51, that I became acquainted with

Gurowski. I was standing one day at

the door of the reading-room in Ly-

ceum Hall in Cambridge, of which

city I was then a resident, when I saw

approaching through Harvard Square

a strange figure which I knew must be

the Count, who had often been de-

scribed to me, but whom till then I

had never chanced to see. He was at

the time about forty-five years of age,

of middle size, with a large head and

big belly, and was partly wrapped in a

huge and quecrly-cut cloak of German
material and make. On his head he

wore a high, bell-shaped, broad-brim-

med hat, from which depended a long,

sky-blue veil, which he used to pro-

tect his eyes from the sunshine. His

waistcoat was of bright red flannel, and

as it reached to his hips and covered

nearly the whole of his capacious front,

il formed a startlingly conspicuous por-

tion of his attire. In addition to the veil,

his eyes were protected by enormous

blue goggles, with glasses on the sides

as well as in front. These cxtraordi-

nary precautions for the defence oi his

sight were made necessary by the fact

that he had lost an eye, not in a duel,

as has been commonly reported, but by

falling on an open penknife when he

was a boy of ten years old. The
wounded eye was totally ruined and

ted away, and had been the scat of

long and intense pain, in which, as is

USU tl in such cases, the other eye had

participated. During the first year or

two of his residence in this country he

was much troubled by the intense sun-

shine ; but afterwards becoming used
to it, he left off his veil, and in other

respects conformed his costume to that

of the people.

There were several gentlemen in the

reading-room whom we both knew, one
of whom introduced me to Gurowski,

who received me very cordially, and im-

mediately began to talk with much ani-

mation about Kossuth and Hungary,

concerning which I had recently pub-

lished something. He was exceedingly

voluble, and seemed to have, even then,

a remarkably copious stock of English

words at command ; but his pronuncia-

tion, as before remarked, was very im-

perfect, and until I grew accustomed to

his accent I found it difficult to com-
prehend him. This, however, made
little difference to Gurowski. He
would talk to any one who would lis-

ten, without caring much whether he

was understood or not. On this oc-

casion he soon became engaged in a

discussion with one of the gentlemen

present, a Professor in the University,

who demurred to some of his state-

ments about Hungary : and in a short

time Gurowski was foaming with rage,

and formally challenged the Professor

to settle the dispute with swords or

pistols. This ingenious mode of de-

ciding an historical controversy being

blandly declined, Gurowski, apparently

dum founded at the idea of any gen-

tleman's refusing so reasonable a prop-

osition, abruptly retreated, asking me
to go with him, as he said he wished

to consult me : to which request 1 as-

sented very willingly, for my curiosity

was a good deal excited by his strange

appearance and evidently peculiar char-

a* ter.

He walked along in silence, and we
soon reached his lodgings, which were

convenient and comfortable enough.

He had a parlor and bedroom on the

second floor, well furnished, though in

dire confusion, littered with books, pa-

pers, clothing, and other articles, tossed

about at random. I Ie cave me a cigar,

and, sitting down, began to talk quite

calmly and rationally about the affair
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at the reading-room. His excitement

had entirely subsided, and he seemed

to be sorry for his rudeness to the Pro-

fessor, for whom he had a high regard,

and who had been invariably kind to

him. I spoke »to him pretty roundly

on the impropriety of his conduct, and

the folly of which he had been guilty

in offering a challenge, — a proceeding

peculiarly repugnant to American, or

at least to New England notions, and

which only made him ridiculous. There

was something so frank and childlike

in his character, that, though I had

known him but an hour, we seemed

already intimate, and from that time to

the day of his death I never had any

hesitation in speaking to him about

anything as freely as if he were my
brother.

He took my scolding in good part,

and was evidently ashamed of his con-

duct, though too proud to say so. He
wanted to know, however, what he had

best do about the matter. I advised

him to do nothing, but to let the affair

drop, and never make any allusion to

it ; and I believe he followed my ad-

vice. At all events, he was soon again

on good terms with the gentleman he

had challenged.

I spent several hours with Gurowski

on this occasion, and, as we both at

that time had ample leisure, we soon

grew intimate, and fell into the habit

of passing a large part of the day to-

gether. For a long period I was ac-

customed to visit him every day at his

lodgings, generally in the morning,

while he came almost every afternoon

to my house. He had a good deal of

wit, but little humor, and did not rel-

ish badinage. His chief delight was
in serious discussions on questions of

politics, history, or theology, on which

he would talk all day with immense
erudition and a wonderful flow of "the
best broken English that ever was
spoken." He was well read in Egypt-
ology and in mediaeval history, and
had a wide general knowledge of the

sciences, without special familiarity with

any except jurisprudence. He dis-

dained the details of the natural sci-

ences, and despised their professors,

whose pursuits seemed to him frivo-

lous. He was jealous of Agassiz, and

of the fame and influence he had at-

tained in this country, and was in the

habit of spitefully asserting that the

Professor spoke bad French, and was
a mere icthyologist, who would not

dare in Europe to set up as an au-

thority in so many sciences as he did

here. Even the amiable Professor

Guyot, the most unassuming man in

the world, who then lived in Cam-
bridge, was also an object of this pal-

try jealousy. " How finely Guyot hum-
bugs you Americans with his slops,"

Gurowski said to me one day. I re-

plied that " slops " was a very unwor-

thy and offensive word to apply to the

productions of a man like Guyot, who
certainly was of very respectable stand-

ing in his department of physical geog-

raphy. " O bah ! bah ! you do not un-

derstand," exclaimed Gurowski. " I

do not mean the slops of the kitchen,

but the slops of the continent,— the

slops and indentations which he talks

so much about." Slopes was, of course,

the wrord he meant to use ; and the in-

cident may serve as a good illustration

of the curious infelicities of English

with which his conversation teemed.

But the truth is that Gurowski spared

nobody, or scarcely anybody, in his per-

sonal criticisms. Of all his vast range

of acquaintance in New England, Fel-

ton, Longfellow, and Lowell were the

only persons of note of whom he spoke

with uniform respect. It was really

painful to see how utterly his vast

knowledge and his great powers of

mind were rendered worthless by a

childishness of temper and a habit of

contradiction which made it almost

impossible for him to speak of any-

body with moderation and justice. He
had also a sort of infernal delight in

detecting the weak points of his ac-

quaintances, which he did with fearful

quickness and penetration. The slight-

est hint was sufficient. He saw at a

glance the frail spot, and directed his

spear against it. Failings the most

secret, peculiarities the most subtle,
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which had, perhaps, been hidden from

the acquaintances of years, seemed to

reveal themselves at the first glance

of his single eye.

He was very fond of controversy, and

would prolong a discussion from day to

day with apparently unabated interest.

I remember once we had a discussion

about some point of mediaeval history

of which 1 knew little, but about which

I feigned to be very positive, in order

to draw out the stores of his knowl-

edge, which was really immense in

that direction. After a hot dispute of

several hours we parted, leaving the

question as unsettled as ever. The
next day I called at his lodgings

early in the afternoon. I knocked at

the door of his room. He shouted,

"Come in"; but as I opened the door

I heard him retreating into his adja-

cent bedroom. He thrust his head

out, and, seeing who it was, came back

into the parlor, absolutely in a state of

nature. He had not even his specta-

cles on. In his hand he held a pair

of drawers, which he had apparently

been about to assume when I arrived.

Shaking this garment vehemently with

one hand, while with the other he gave

me a cigar, he broke out at once in a

torrent of argument on the topic of the

preceding day. I made no reply ; but

at the first pause suggested that he had

better dress himself. To this he paid

no attention, but stamped round the

room, continuing- his argument with his

usual vehemence and volubility. Half

an hour had elapsed, when some one

knocked. Gurowski roared, 4> Come
in !

" A maid-servant opened the door.

and of course instantly retreated. I

turned the key, and again entreated

the Count to put on his clothes. He
did not comply, but kept on with his

argument. Presently some one else

rapped. " It is Desor," said the

Count; "I know his knock; let him

in." Desor was a Swiss, ;i scientific

man, who lodged in the adjacent house.

Gurowski apparently was involved in

a dispute with him also, which he im-

mediately took up, on some question

of natural history. The Swiss, how-

ever, did not seem to care to contest

the point, whatever it was, and soon
went away. On his departure Gurow-
ski again began his mediaeval argu-

ment ; but I positively refused to stay

unless lie put on his clothes. He re-

luctantly complied, and went into his

bedroom, while I took up a book. Ev-
ery now and then, however, he would
sally out to argue some fresh point

which had suggested itself to him
;

and his toilet was not fairlv completed

till, at the end of the third hour, the

announcement of dinner put an end to

the discussion.

Disappointed in his hopes of getting

employment as a lecturer or teacher,

on which he had relied for subsistence,

Gurowski felt himself growing poorer

and poorer as the little stock of money
he had brought from Europe wasted

away. The discomforts of poverty did

not tend to sweeten his temper nor to

abate his savage independence. He
grew prouder and fiercer as he grew

poorer. He was very economical, and

indulged in no luxuries except cigars,

of which, however, he was not a great

consumer, seldom smoking more than

three or four a day. But with all his

care, his money was at length ex-

hausted, his last dollar gone. lie

had expected remittances from Poland,

which did not come ; and he now
learned that, from some cause which

I have forgotten, nothing would be

sent him for that year at least. He
used to tell me from clay to day of the

progress of his ''decline and fall," as

lie called it, remarking occasionally

that, when the worst came to the worst,

he could turn himself into an Irishman

and work for his living. I paid little

attention to this talk, for really the

idea of Gurowski and manual labor

was so ridiculously incongruous that

1 could not form any definite coma

tion of it. Hut he was more in earnest

than I supposed.

Coin- (Mic dav at mv usual hour to

his Lodgings, 1 found him absent. I

called again in the course ot the day,

but he was still not at home, and the

people of the house informed me that
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he had been absent since early morning.

The next day it was the same. On the

third clay I lay in wait tor him at even-

ing' at his lodgings, to which he came
about dark, in a most forlorn condition,

with his hands blistered, his clothes

dusty, and exhibiting himself every

mark of extreme fatigue. He was

cheerful, however, and very cordial,

and gave me an animated account of

his adventures in his " Irish life," as

he called it. It seems he had formed

an acquaintance with Mr. Hovey, the

proprietor of the large nurseries be-

tween Boston and the Colleges, and

on the morning of the clay on which I

found him absent from his lodgings he

had gone to Hovey and offered himselt

as a laborer in his garden. Hovey was

astounded at the proposition, but the

Count insisted, and finally a spade was

given to him, and he set to work " like

an Irishman," as he delighted to ex-

press it. It was dreadfully wearisome

to his unaccustomed muscles, but any-

thing, he said, was better than getting

in debt. He could earn a dollar a day,

and that would pay for his board and

his cigars. He had clothes enough,

he thought, to last him the rest of his

life, — especially, he added somewhat
dolefully, as he was not likely to live

long under the Irish regimen.

I thought the joke had been carried

far enough, and that it was time to in-

terfere. I accordingly went next day

to Boston, and, calling on the publisher

of a then somewhat flourishing weekly

newspaper, now extinct, called " The
Boston Museum," I described to him

the situation and the capacities of Gu-
rowski, and proposed that he should

employ the Count to write an article

of reasonable length each week about

European life, for which he was to be

paid twelve dollars. I undertook to

revise Gurowski's English sufficient-

ly to make it intelligible. The pub-

lisher readily acceded to this proposi-

tion ; and the Count, when I communi-
cated it to him, was as delighted as if

he had found a gold mine, or, in the

language of to-day, '• had struck ile."

He was already, in spite of his philo-

sophic cheerfulness, heartily sick of

his labor with the spade, for which he

was totally unfitted. He resumed his

pen with alacrity, and wrote an article

on the private life of the Russian court,

which I copied, with the necessary re-

vision, and carried to the publisher of

the Museum, who was greatly pleased

with it, and readily paid the stipulated

price.

For several months Gurowski con-

tinued to write an article every week,

which he did very easily, and the pay

for them soon re-established his finan-

ces on what, with his simple habits, he

considered a sound basis. In fact, he

soon grew rich enough, in his own esti-

mation, to spend the summer at New-
port, which he said he wanted to do,

because the Americans of the highest

social class evidently regarded a sum-

mer visit to that place as the chief en-

joyment of their life and the crowning

glory of their civilization. He went

thither in June, 1851, and after that I

only saw him at long intervals, and for

very brief periods.

His stay at Newport was short, and

he went from there to New York, where
he soon became an editorial writer for

the Tribune. To a Cambridge friend

of mine, who met him in Broadway, he

expressed great satisfaction with his

new avocation. "It is the most de-

lightful position," he said, " that you

can possibly conceive of. I can abuse

everybody in the world except Greeley,

Ripley, and Dana." He inquired after

me, and, as my friend was leaving him,

sent me a characteristic message, —
" Tell C that he is an ass." My
friend inquired the reason for this flat-

tering communication ; and Gurowski

replied, " Because he does not write to

me." Busy with many things which

had fallen to me to do after his depart-

ure, I had neglected to keep up our

correspondence, at which he was some-

times very wrathful, and wrote me
savagely affectionate notes of remon-

strance.

Besides writing for the Tribune, Gu-
rowski was employed by Ripley and
Dana on the first four volumes of the
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New American Cyclopaedia, for which

he wrote the articles on Alexander the

Great, the Alexanders of Russia, Aris-

tocracy, Attila, the Borgias, Bunsen,

and a few others. It was at this time

also that he wrote his books, " Russia

as it is," and " America and Europe."

In preparing for publication his articles

and his books, he had the invaluable

assistance of Mr. Ripley, who gratui-

tously bestowed upon them an immense
amount of labor, for which he was very

ill requited by the Count, who quar-

relled both with him and Dana, and

for a time wantonly and most unjustly

abused them both in his peculiar lavish

way.

For two or three years longer I lost

sight of him, during which period he

led a somewhat wandering life, visiting

the South, and residing alternately in

Washington, Newport, Geneseo, and

Rrattleborough. The last time I saw
him in New York was at the Athenae-

um Club one evening in December,

i860, just after South Carolina had se-

ceded. A dispute was raging in the

smoking-room, between Unionists on

one side and Copperheads on the other,

as to the comparative character of the

North and South. Gurowski, who was

reading in an adjoining room, was at-

tracted by the noise, and came in, but

at first said nothing, standing in silence

on the outside of the circle. At last a

South-Carolinian who was present ap-

pealed to him, saying, "Count, you

have been in the South, let us have

your opinion ; you at least ought to be

impartial." Gurowski thrust his head

forward, as he was accustomed to do

when about to say anything emphatic,

and replied in his most energetic man-

ner :
" I have been a great deal in the

South as well as in the North, and

know both sections equally well, and I

tell you, gentlemen, that there is more

intelligence, more refinement, more cul-

tivation, more virtue, and more good

manners in one New England village

than in all the South together." This

decision put an end to the discus-

sion. The South - Carolinian retreat-

ed in dudgeon, and Gurowski, chuck-

ling, returned to his book or his pa-

per.

Shortly after this he took up his abode
in Washington, where he soon became
one of the notables of the city, frequent-

ing some of the best houses, and almost

certain to be seen of an evening at

Willard's, the political exchange of the

capital, where his singular appearance

and emphatic conversation seldom failed

to attract a large share of attention.

The proceeds of the books he had pub-

lished, never very large, had by this

time been used up ; and he was conse-

quently very poor, for which, however,

lie cared little. Rut some of the Sena-

tors, who liked and pitied the rough-

spoken, but warm-hearted and honest

old man, persuaded Mr. Seward to ap-

point him to some post in the State

Department created for the occasion.

His nominal duty was to explore the

Continental newspapers for matter in-

teresting to the American government,

and to furnish the Secretary of State,

when called upon, with opinions upon
diplomatic questions. As he once stated

it to me in his terse way, it was "to

read the German newspapers, and keep

Seward from making a fool of himself."

The first part of this duty, he said, was

easy enough, but the latter part rather

difficult. He kept the office longer than

I expected, knowing his temper and

habit of grumbling ; but even Mr. Sew-

ard's patience was at length exhausted,

and he was dismissed for long-contin-

ued disrespectful remarks concerning

his official superior.

Sometime in 1S62 I met Gurowski

in Washington, at the rooms of Sena-

tor Sumner, which he was in the habit

of visiting almost every evening. 1

had not seen him for a long time, and

he greeted me very cordially
;

but I

SOOn perceived that his habit of dogma-

tism had increased terribly, and that he

was more impatient than ever of con-

tradiction, lie began to talk in a high

tone about McClellan, the Army of the

Potomac, and the probable duration oi

the Rebellion. 1 lis views for the most

part seemed sound enough, but were so

offensively expressed that, partly in im-
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patience and partly for amusement, I

soon began to contradict him roundly

on every point. He became furious,

and for nearly an hour stormed and
stamped about the room, in the centre

of which sat Mr. Sumner in his great

chair, taking no part in the discus-

sion, but making occasional ineffectual

attempts to pacify Gurowski, who at

length rushed out of the room in a rage

too deep for even his torrent of words

to express. After his departure, Mr.

Sumner remarked that he reminded

him of the whale in Barnum's Museum,
which kept going round and round in

its narrow tank, blowing with all its

might whenever it came to the surface,

which struck me at the time as a singu-

larly apt comparison.

I met Gurowski the next evening at

the Tribune rooms, near Willard's,

and found him still irritated and dis-

posed to "blow." I checked him, how-
ever, told him I had had enough of non-

sense, and wanted him to talk soberly

;

and, taking his arm, walked with him
to his lodgings, where, while he dressed

for a party, which he always did with

great care, I made him tell me his opin-

ion about men and affairs. He was un-

usually moderate and rational, and de-

scribed the "situation," as the news-
papers call it, with force and penetra-

tion. The army, he thought, was ev-

erything that could be desired, if it

only had an efficient commander and
a competent staff. I asked what he

thought of Lincoln. " He is a beast.'

This was all he would say of him. I

knew, of course, that he meant bite in

the French sense, and not in the offen-

sive English sense of the word. The
truth was, that Gurowski had little rel-

ish for humor, and the drollery which
formed so prominent a part of Lincoln's

external character was unintelligible

and offensive to him. At a later period,

as I judge from his Diary, he under-

stood the President better, and did full

justice to his noble qualities.

1 was particularly curious to know
what he thought of Seward, whom he

had good opportunities of seeing at that

time, as he was still in the service of

the State Department. He pronounced

him shallow and insincere, and ludi-

crously ignorant of European affairs.

The diplomatists of Europe, he said,

were all making fun of his despatches,

and looked upon him as only a clever

charlatan.

This proved to be my last conversa-

tion with Gurowski. I met him once

again, however, at Washington, in the

spring of 1863. I was passing up Fif-

teenth Street, by the Treasury Depart-

ment, and reached one of the cross-

streets just as a large troop of cavalry

came along. The street was ankle-deep

with mud, only the narrow crossing be-

ing passable, and I hurried to get over

before the cavalry came up. Midway
on the crossing I encountered Gurow-
ski, wrapped in a long black cloak and

a huge felt hat, rather the worse for

wear. He threw open his arms to stop

me, and, without any preliminary phrase,

launched into an invective on Horace
Greeley. In an instant the troop was
upon us, and we were surrounded by
trampling and rearing horses, and sol-

diers shouting to us to get out of the

way. Gurowski, utterly heedless of all

around him, raised his voice above the

tumult, and roared that Horace Greeley

was " an ass, a traitor, and a coward."

It was no time to hold a parley on that

question, and, breaking from him, I

made for the opposite sidewalk, then,

turning, saw Gurowrski for the last time,

enveloped in a cloud of horsemen,

through which he was composedly

making his way at his usual medita-

tive pace.
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THE PRESIDENT AND HIS ACCOMPLICES.

A NDREW JOHXSOX has dealt

1 ^ the most cruel of all blows to

the respectability of the faction which

rejoices in his name. Hardly had the

political Pecksniffs and Turveydrops

contrived so to manage the Johnson
Convention at Philadelphia that it vio-

lated few of the proprieties of intrigue

and none of the decencies of dishon-

esty, than the commander-in-chief of

the combination took the field in per-

son, with the intention of carrying the

country by assault. His objective

point was the grave of Douglas, which

became by the time he arrived the

grave also of his own reputation and

the hopes of his partisans. His speech-

es on the route were a volcanic out-

break of vulgarity, conceit, bombast,

scurrility, ignorance, insolence, brutali-

ty, and balderdash. Screams of laugh-

ter, cries of disgust, flushings of shame,

were the various responses of the na-

tion he disgraced to the harangues of

this leader of American " conserva-

tism." Never before did the first

office in the gift of the people appear

so poor an object of human ambition,

as when Andrew Johnson made it an

eminence on which to exhibit inability

to behave and incapacity to reason.

His low cunning conspired with his

devouring egotism to make him throw

off all the restraints of official decorum,

in the expectation that lie would find

duplicates of himself in the crowds he

addressed, and that mob diffused would

heartily sympathize with .Mob imper-

sonated. Never was blustering dema-

gogue led by a distempered sense of

self-importance into a more fatal error.

Not only was the great body of the

peoj le mollified or indignant, but even

his " satraps and dependents," even

the shrewd politicians — accidents of

an Accident and shadows of a shade—
who had labored so hard at Philadel-

phia to weave a cloak of plausibilities

to COV< r lis usurpations, shivered with

apprehension or tingled with shame as

they read the reports of their mas-
ter's impolitic and ignominious aban-

donment of dignity and decency in his

addresses to the people he attempted

alternately to bully and cajole. That
a man thus self-exposed as unworthy
of high trust should have had the face

to expect that intelligent constituencies

would send to Congress men pledged

to support his policy and his measures,

appeared for the time to be as pitiable

a spectacle of human delusion as it was
an exasperating example of human im-

pudence.

Not the least extraordinary peculiar-

ity of these addresses from the stump
was the immense protuberance they ex-

hibited of the personal pronoun. In

Mr. Johnson's speech, his " I " resem-

bles the geometer's description of infin-

ity, having " its centre everywhere and
its circumference nowhere.'' Among
the many kinds of egotism in which his

eloquence is proline, it may be difficult

to fasten on the particular one which
is most detestable or most laughable

;

but it seems to us that when his arro-

gance apes humility it is deserving

perhaps of an intenser degree of scorn

or derision than when it riots in brava-

do. The most offensive part which he

plays in public is that of " the humble
individual," bragging of the lowliness

of his origin, hinting of the gre.U mer-

its which could alone have lifted him
to his present exalted station, and rep-

resenting himself as so satiated with

the sweets of unsought power as to

be indifferent to its honors. Ambition
is not for him, for ambition aspires ;

and what object has he to aspire to?

From his contented mediocrity as al-

derman o( a village, the people have

insisted on elevating him from one

pinnacle of greatness to another, until

they have at last made him President
{^' the United States. He might have

been Dictator had hepleased; but what,

to a man wearied with authority and
dignity, would dictatorship be worth ?
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If he is proud of anything, it is of the

tailor's bench from which he started.

He would have everybody to under-

stand that he is humble, — thoroughly

humble. Is this caricature ? No. It

is impossible to caricature Andrew
Johnson when he mounts his high

horse of humility and becomes a sort

of cross between Uriah Heep and Jo-

siah Bounderby of Col>etown. Indeed,

it is only by quoting Dickens's de-

scription of the latter personage that we
have anything which fairly matches the

traits suggested by some statements

in the President's speeches. "A big,

loud man," says the humorist, "with

a stare and a metallic laugh. A man
made out of coarse material, which

seemed to have been stretched to

make so much of him. A man with

a great puffed head and forehead,

swelled veins in his temples, and such

a strained skin to his face, that it

seemed to hold his eyes open and lift

his eyebrows up. A man with a per-

vading appearance on him of being in-

flated like a balloon, and ready to start.

A man who could never sufficiently

vaunt himself a self-made man. A
man who was continually proclaiming,

through that brassy speaking-trumpet

of a voice of his, his old ignorance and
his old poverty. A man who was the

Bully of humility."

If we turn from the moral and per-

sonal to the mental characteristics of

Mr. Johnson's speeches, we find that

his brain is to be classed with notable

cases of arrested development. He
has strong forces in his nature, but in

their outlet through his mind they are

dissipated into a confusing clutter of

unrelated thoughts and inapplicable

phrases. He seems to possess neither

the power nor the perception of cohe-

rent thinking and logical arrangement.

He does not appear to be aware that

prepossessions are not proofs, that as-

sertions are not arguments, that the

proper method to answer an objection

is not to repeat the proposition against

which the objection was directed, that

the proper method of unfolding a sub-

ject is not to make the successive state-

ments a scries of contradictions. In-

deed, he seems to have a thoroughly

animalized intellect, destitute of the no-

tion of relations, with ideas which are

but the form of determinations, and

which derive their force, not from rea-

son, but from will. With an individu-

ality thus strong even to fierceness, but

which has not been developed in the

mental region, and which the least gust

of passion intellectually upsets, he is

incapable of looking at anything out of

relations to himself,— of regarding it

from that neutral ground which is the

condition of intelligent discussion be-

tween opposing minds. In truth, he

makes a virtue of being insensible to the

evidence of facts and the deductions of

reason, proclaiming to all the world that

he has taken his position, that he will

never swerve from it, and that all state-

ments and arguments intended to shake

his resolves are impertinences, indicat-

ing that their authors are radicals and

enemies of the country. He is never

weary of vaunting his firmness, and
firmness he doubtless has, the firmness

of at least a score of mules ; but events

have shown that it is a different kind

of firmness from that which keeps a

statesman firm to his principles, a po-

litical leader to his pledges, a gentle-

man to his word. Amid all changes of

opinion, he has been conscious of un-

changed will, and the intellectual ele-

ment forms so small a portion of his

being, that, when he challenged " the

man, woman, or child to come for-

ward " and convict him of inconstancy
to his professions, he knew that how-
ever it might be with the rest of man-
kind, he would himself be unconvinced
by any evidence which the said man,
woman, or child might adduce. Again,

when he was asked by one of his au-

diences why he did not hang Jeff Da-
vis, he retorted by exclaiming. "Why
don't you ask me why I have not hanged
Thad Stevens and Wendell Phillips ?

They are as much traitors as Davis."

And we are almost charitable enough to

suppose that he saw no difference be-

tween the moral or legal treason of the

man who for four years had waged open
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war against the government of the moderate temper of such a pattern con-

United States, and the men who for servative as the President of the Unit-

one year had sharply criticised the acts ed States. The contrast prompts ideas

and utterances of Andrew Johnson, so irresistibly ludicrous, that to keep

It is not to be expected that nice dis- one's risibilities under austere control

tinctions will be made by a magistrate while instituting it argues a self-com-

who is in the habit of denying indis- mancl almost miraculous.

putable facts with the fury of a pugilist Andrew Johnson, however, such as

who has received a personal affront, and he is in heart, intellect, will, and speech,

of announcing demonstrated fallacies is the recognized leader of his party,

with the imperturbable serenity of a and demands that the great mass of

philosopher proclaiming the fundamen- his partisans shall serve him, not mere-

tal laws of human belief. His brain is ly by prostration of body, but by pros-

entirely ridden by his will, and of all tration of mind. It is the hard duty of

the public men in the country its offi- his more intimate associates to trans-

cial head is the one whose opinion car- late his broken utterances from Andy-
ries with it the least intellectual weight.

It is to the credit of our institutions and

our statesmen that the man least quali-

fied by largeness of mind and modera-

Johnsoncsc into constitutional phrase,

to give these versions some show of

logical arrangement, and to carry out, as

best they may, their own objects, while

tion of temper to exercise uncontrolled professing boundless devotion to his.

power should be the man who aspired By a sophistical process of developing

to usurp it. The constitutional instinct his rude notions, they often lead him to

in the blood, and the constitutional conclusions which he had not foreseen,

principle in the brain, of our real states- but which they induce him to make his

men, preserve them from the folly and own, not by a fruitless effort to quicken

guilt of setting themselves up as imita- his mind into following the steps of their

tive Caesars and Napoleons, the mo- reasoning, but by stimulating his pas-

ment they are trusted with a little dele- sions to the point of adopting its re-

gated power. suits. They thus become parasites in

Still we are told, that, with all his order that they may become powers,

defects, Andrew Johnson is to be hon- and their interests make them particu-

larly ruthless in their dealings with

their master's consistency. Their re-

lation to him. if the\- would bluntly ex-

press it, might be indicated in this

ored and supported as a "conserva-

tive*' President engaged in a contest

with a "radical" Congress! It hap-

pens, however, that the two persons

who specially represent Congress in brief formula : "We will adore you in

this struggle are Senators Trumbull order that you may obey us/'

and Fessenden. Senator Trumbull is The trouble with these politicians is,

the author of the two important meas- that they cannot tie the President's

ures which the President vetoed ; Sena- tongue .is they tied the tongues of the

tor Fessenden is the chairman and or- eminent personages they invited from

gan of the Committee of fifteen which all portions of the country to keep silent

the President anathematizes. Now we at their great Convention at Philadel-

desire to do justice to the gravity of phia. That Convention was a master-

face which the partisans of Mr. John- piece or cunning political management

;

son preserve in announcing their most but its Address and Resolutions were

absurd propositions, and especially do hardly laid at Mr. fohnson's feet, when,

Ave commend their command of counte-

nance while it is their privilege to con-

tr ist the wild notions and violent speech

of sin h lawless radicals as the Sena-

in his exultation, he blurted out that

Unfortunate remark about "a body

called, or which assumed to be. the

Congress of the United States." which.

tor from Illinois and the Senator from it appears. " we have seen hanging on

Maine, with the balanced judgment and the verge o( the government." Now all
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this was in the Address of the Conven-

tion, but it was not so brutally worded,

nor so calculated to appall those timid

supporters of the Johnson party who
thought, in their innocence, that the

object of the Philadelphia meeting was
to heal the wounds of civil war, and

not to lay down a programme by which

it might be reopened. Turning, then,

from Mr. Johnson to the manifesto of

his political supporters, let us see what

additions it makes to political wisdom,

and what guaranties it affords for fu-

ture peace. We shall not discriminate

between insunrent States and individ-

ual insurgents, because, when individ-

ual insurgents are so overwhelmingly

strong that they carry their States with

them, or when States are so overwhelm-

ingly strong that they force individu-

als to be insurgents, it appears to be

needless. The terms are often used

interchangeably in the Address, for the

Convention was so largely composed
of individual insurgents that it was im-

portant to vary a little the charge that

they usurped State powers with the

qualification that they obeyed the pow-

ers they usurped. At the South, indi-

vidual insurgents constitute the State

when they determine to rebel, and obey

it when they desire to be pardoned.

An identical thing cannot be altered by
giving it two names.

The principle which runs through

the Philadelphia Address is, that in-

surgent States recover their former

rights under the Constitution by the

mere fact of submission. This is

equivalent to saying that insurgent

States incurred no guilt in rebellion.

But States cannot become insurgent,

unless the authorities of such States

commit perjury and treason, and their

people become rebels and public ene-

mies
;

perjury, treason, and rebel-

lion are commonly held to be crimes
;

and who ever heard, before, that crim-

inals were restored to all the rights of

honest citizens by the mere fact of their

arrest ?

The doctrine, moreover, is a worse
heresy than that of Secession ; for Se-

cession implies that seceded States, be-

ing out of the Union, can plainly only be

brought back by conquest, and on such

terms as the victors may choose to im-

pose. No candid Southern Rebel, who
believes that his State seceded, and

that he acted under competent author-

ity when he took up arms against the

United States, can have the effrontery

to affirm that he had inherent rights of

citizenship in " the foreign country

"

against which he plotted and fought for

four years. The so-called " right " of

secession was claimed by the South as

a constitutional right, to be peaceably

exercised, but it passed into the broader

and more generally intelligible " right

'

;

of revolution when it had to be sus-

tained by war ; and the condition of

a defeated revolutionist is certainly not

that of a qualified voter in the nation

against which he revolted. But if in-

surgent States recover their former

rights and privileges when they submit

to superior force, there is no reason

why armed rebellion should not be as

common as local discontent. We have,

on this principle, sacrificed thirty-five

hundred millions of dollars and three

hundred thousand lives, only to bring

the insurgent States into just those
" practical relations to the Union " which
will enable us to sacrifice thirty-five

hundred millions of dollars more, and
three hundred thousand more lives,

when it suits the passions and caprices

of these States to rebel again. What-
ever they may do in the way of disturb-

ing the peace of the country, they can

never, it seems, forfeit their rights and
privileges under the Constitution. Even
if everybody was positively certain that

there would be a new rebellion in ten

years, unless conditions of representa-

tion were exacted of the South, we still,

according to the doctrine of the John-

sonian jurists, would be constitution-

ally impotent to exact them, because

insurgent States recover unconditioned

rights to representation by the mere
fact of their submitting to the power
the)' can no longer resist. The accept-

ance of this principle would make in-

surrection the chronic disease of our po-

litical system. War would follow war,
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until nearly all the wealth of the coun-

try was squandered, an.d nearly all the

inhabitants exterminated. Mr. John-

son's prophetic vision of that Paradise

of constitutionalism, shadowed forth in

his exclamation that he would stand by

the Constitution though all around him

should perish, would be measurably re-

alized ; and among the ruins of the na-

tion a few haggard and ragged pedants

would be left to drone out eulogies on

"the glorious Constitution " which had

survived unharmed the anarchy, pov-

erty, and depopulation it had produced.

An interpretation of the Constitution

which thus makes it the shield of trea-

son and the destroyer of civilization

must be false both to fact and sense.

The framers of that instrument were

not idiots; yet idiots they would cer-

tainly have been, if they had put into it

a clause declaring " that no State, or

combination of States, which may at

any time choose to get up an armed
attempt to overthrow7 the government
established by this Constitution, and be

defeated in the attempt, shall forfeit any

of the privileges granted by this instru-

ment to loyal States." But an inter-

pretation of the Constitution which can

be conceived of as forming a possible

part of it only by impeaching the sanity

of its framers, cannot be an interpre-

tation which the American people are

morally bound to risk ruin to support.

But even if we should be wild enough

to admit the Johnsonian principle re-

spei ting insurgent States, the question

comes up as to the identity of the

States now demanding representation

with the States whose rights of repre-

tation are affirmed to have been

only suspended during their rebellion.

The fact would seem to be, that these

reconstructed States are merely the

creations Of the executive branch oi

the government, with every organic

d hopelessly cut which connected

them with the old State governments

and constitutions. They have only

I i
it ime of the States they pretend

to 'V. before the Rebellion, they had a

I pei >ple ; when Mr. Johnson took

of them, they had nothing but a

disorganized population. Out of this

population he by his own will created

a people, on the principle, we must sup-

pose, of natural selection. Now, to de-

cide who are the people of a State is to

create its very foundations, — to begin

anew in the most comprehensive sense

of the word ; for the being of a State is

more in its people, that is, in the per-

sons selected from its inhabitants to be

the depositaries of its political power,

than it is in its geographical boundaries

and area. Over this people thus consti-

tuted by himself, Mr. Johnson set Pro-

visional Governors nominated by him-

self. These Governors called popular

conventions, whose members were elect-

ed by the votes of those to whom Mr.

Johnson had given the right of suffrage
;

and these conventions proceeded to

do what Mr. Johnson dictated. Every-

where Mr. Johnson ; nowhere the as-

sumed rights of the States ! North

Carolina was one of these creations
;

and North Carolina, through the lips

of its Chief Justice, has already de-

cided that Mr. Johnson was an un-

authorized intruder, and his work a

nullity, and even Mr. Johnson's " peo-

ple " of North Carolina have rejected

the constitution framed by Mr. John-

son's Convention. Other Rebel com-
munities will doubtless repudiate his

work, as soon as they can dispense with

his assistance. But whatever may be

the condition of these new Johnsonian

States, they are certainly not States

which can "recover" rights which ex-

isted previous to their creation. The
date ^\ their birth is to be reckoned,

not from any year previous to the Re-

bellion, but from the year which fol-

lowed its suppression. It may, in old

times, have been a politic trick of

shrewd politicians, to involve the foun-

dations o( States in the mists of a

mythical antiquity ; but we ha] pily live

n historical period, and the n : -

something peculiarly stupid ov
\

liarlv impudent in the attempt ot the

publicists of the Philadelphia Conven-

tion to ignore tl e ori jins ('( political

ich, after they have

tained a certain degree of i i
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they claim such eminent traditional

rights and privileges. Respectable as

these States may be as infant phenom-

ena, it will not do to Methuselahize

them too recklessly, or assert their

equality in muscle and brawn with gi-

ants full grown.

It is evident, from the nature of the

case, that Mr. Johnson's labors were

purely experimental and provisional,

and needed the indorsement of Con-

gress to be of any force. The only de-

partment of the government constitu-

tionally capable to admit new States or

rehabilitate insurgent ones is the legis-

lative. When the Executive not only

took the initiative in reconstruction,

but assumed to have completed it

;

when he presented his States to Con-

gress as the equals of the States repre-

sented in that body ; when he assert-

ed that the delegates from his States

should have the right of sitting and

voting in the legislature whose busi-

ness it was to decide on their right to

admission ; when, in short, he demand-
ed that criminals at the bar should

have a seat on the bench, and an equal

voice with the judges, in deciding on
their own case, the effrontery of Ex-
ecutive pretension went beyond all

bounds of Congressional endurance.

The real difference at first was not

on the question of imposing conditions,

— for the President had notoriously im-

posed them himself, — but on the ques-

tion whether or not additional condi-

tions were necessary to secure the pub-

lic safety. The President, with that fa-

cility "in turning his back on himself"

which all other logical gymnasts had
pronounced an impossible feat, then

boldly took the ground, that, being satis-

fled with the conditions he had himself

exacted, the exaction of conditions was

unconstitutional. To sustain this cu-

rious proposition he adduced no con-

stitutional arguments, but he left vari-

ous copies of the Constitution in each

of the crowds he recently addressed,

with the trust, we suppose, that some-

body might be fortunate enough to find

in that instrument the clause which

supported his theory. Mr. Johnson,

however, though the most consequen-

tial of individuals, is the most inconse-

quential of reasoners ; every proposi-

tion which is evident to himself he con-

siders to fulhl the definition of a self-

evident proposition ; but his supporters

at Philadelphia must have known, that,

in affirming that insurgent Stales re-

cover their former rights by the fact of

submission, they were arraigning the

conduct of their leader, who had notori-

ously violated those "rights." They
took up his work at a certain stage, and

then, with that as a basis, they affirmed

a general proposition about insurgent

States, which, had it been complied

with by the President, would have left

them no foundation at all ; for the

States about which they so glibly gen-

eralized would have had no show of

organized governments. The premises

of their argument were obtained by the

violation of its conclusion ; they in-

ferred from what was a negation of

their inference, and deduced from what
was a death-blow to their deduction.

It is easy enough to understand why
the Johnson Convention asserted the

equality of the Johnson reconstructions

of States with the States now repre-

sented in Congress. The object was
to give some appearance of legality

to a contemplated act of arbitrary

power, and the principle that insur-

gent States recover all their old rights

by the fact of submission was invented

in order to cover the case. Mr. John-
son now intends, by the admission of

his partisans, to attempt a coup tVetat

on the assembling of the Fortieth Con-
gress, in case seventy-one members of

the House of Representatives, favora-

ble to his policy, are chosen, in the

elections of this autumn, from the

twenty-six loyal States. These, with

the fifty Southern delegates, would
constitute a quorum of the House

;

and the remaining hundred and nine-

teen members are, in the President's

favorite phrase, " to be kicked out

"

from that " verge " of the government
on which they now are said to be
" hanging." The question, therefore,

whether Congress, as it is at present
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constituted, is a body constitutionally

competent to legislate for the whole

country, is the most important of all

practical questions. Let us sec how
the case stands.

The Constitution, ratified by the

people of all the States, establishes a

government of sovereign powers, su-

preme over the whole land, and the

people of no State can rightly pass

from under its authority except by the

consent of the people of all the States,

with whom it is bound by the most

solemn and binding of contracts. The
Rebel States broke, in fact, the con-

tract they could not break in right.

Assembled in conventions of their

people, they passed ordinances of se-

cession, withdrew their Senators and

Representatives from Congress, and

began the war by assailing a fort of

the United States. The Secessionists

had trusted to the silence of the Con-

stitution in relation to the act they

performed. A State in the American

Union, as distinguished from a Terri-

tory, is constitutionally a part of the

1 rnment to which it owes allegiance,

and the seceded States had refused to

be parts of the government, and had

forsworn their allegiance. By the

Constitution, the United States, in cas-

es of "domestic violence'' in a State,

is to interfere, "on application of the

Legislature, or of the Executive when

the Legislature cannot be convened."

But in this case legislatures, execu-

tives, conventions of the people, were

all violators of the domestic peace,

and of course made no application for

interference. By the Constitution, Con-

gress is empowered to suppress insur-

rections; but this might be supposed

to mean insurrections like Shays's
1

bellion in Massachusetts and the

Whiskey Insurrection in Pennsylva-

nia, and not to (-over the action of

tes seceding from the Congress

vim h is thus empowered. The se-

ceders, therefore, fell somewhat as did

abs« Onding James I I. when he

flung the (beat Seal into tin- Thames,

and thought he had stopped the ma-

chinery ... die English government

Mr. Buchanan, then President of

the United States, admitted at once

that the Secessionists had done their

work in such a way that, though they

had done wrong, the government was
powerless to compel them to do right.

And here the matter should have rest-

ed, if the government established by
the Constitution was such a govern-

ment as Mr. Johnson's supporters now
declare it to be. If it is impotent

to prescribe terms of peace in rela-

tion to insurgent States, it is certainly

impotent to make war on insurgent

States. If insurgent States recover

their former constitutional rights in

laying down their arms, then there

was no criminality in their taking them

up; and if there was no criminality in

their taking them up, then the United

States was criminal in the war by which

they were forced to lay them clown.

On this theory we have a government
incompetent to legislate for insur-

gent States, because lacking their rep-

resentatives, waging against them a

cruel and unjust war. And this is the

real theory of the defeated Rebels and

Copperheads who formed the great

mass of the -delegates to the Johnson
Convention. Should they get into

power, they would feel themselves logi-

cally justified in annulling, not only

all the acts of the " Rump Congress
"

since they submitted, but all the acts

of the Rump Congresses during the

time they had a Confederate Congress

o( their own. They may deny that

this is their intention ; but what in-

tention to forego the exercise oi an

assumed right, held by those who are

out of power, can be supposed capable

of limiting their action when they are

in?

But if the United States is a govern-

ment having legitimate rights ot sover-

eignty conferred upon it by the people

of all the States, and if, consequently,

the attempted secession of the people

of one <t more Slates only makes them

criminals, without impairing the sover-

eignty i^( the United States, then the

government, with all its powers, remains

with the representatives of the loyal peo-
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pie. By the very nature of government

as government, the rights and privileges

guaranteed to eitizens are guaranteed to

loyal citizens ; the rights and privileges

guaranteed to States are guaranteed to

loyal States ; and loyal citizens and

loyal States are not such as profess

a willingness to be loyal after having

been utterly worsted in an enterprise

of gigantic disloyalty. The organic

unity and continuity of the government

would be broken by the return of dis-

loyal citizens and Rebel States without

their going through the process of be-

ing restored by the action of the gov-

ernment they had attempted to subvert

;

and the power to restore carries with

it the power to decide on the terms of

restoration. And when we speak of

the government, we are not courtly

enough to mean by the expression sim-

ply its executive branch. The ques-

tion of admitting and implicitly of re-

storing States, and of deciding whether

or not States have a republican form

of government, are matters left by the

Constitution to the discretion of Con-

gress. As to the Rebel States now
claiming representation, they have suc-

cumbed, thoroughly exhausted, in one

of the costliest and bloodiest wars in

the history of the world,— a war which

tasked the resources of the United

States more than they would have been
tasked by a war with all the great

powers of Europe combined, — a war
which, in 1862, had assumed such pro-

portions, that the Supreme Court de-

cided that it gave the United States

the same rights and privileges which
the government might exercise in the

case of a national and foreign war.

The inhabitants of the insurgent States

being thus judicially declared public

enemies as well as Rebels, there would
seem to be no doubt at all that the vic-

torious close of actual hostilities could
not deprive the government of the
power of deciding on the terms of
peace with public enemies. The gov-
ernment of the United States found the

insurgent States thoroughly revolution-

ized and disorganized, with no State

governments which could be recognized

without recognizing the validity of trea-

son, and without the power or right to

take even the initial steps for State

reorganization. They were practically

out of the Union as States ; their State

governments had lapsed ; their popu-
lation was composed of Rebels and
public enemies, by the decision of the

Supreme Court. Under such circum-

stances, how the Commander-in-Chief,

under Congress, of the forces of the

United States could re-create these de-

funct States, and make it mandatory
on Congress to receive their delegates,

has always appeared to us one of those

mysteries of unreason which require

faculties either above or below human-
ity to accept. In addition to this funda-

mental objection, there was the further

one, that almost all of the delegates

were Rebels presidentially pardoned

into " loyal men," were elected with

the idea of forcing Congress to repeal

the test oath, and were incapacitated to

be legislators even if they had been
sent from loyal States. The few who
were loyal men in the sense that they

had not served the Rebel government,

were still palpably elected by constitu-

ents who had ; and the character of the

constituency is as legitimate a subject

of Congressional inquiry as the char-

acter of the representative.

It not being true, then, that the

twenty -two hundred thousand loyal

voters who placed Mr. Johnson in

office, and whom he betrayed, have
no means by their representatives in

Congress to exert a controlling power
in the reconstruction of the Rebel com-
munities, the question comes up as to

the conditions which Congress has im-

posed. It always appeared to us that

the true measure of conciliation, of se-

curity, of mercy, of justice, was one
which would combine the principle of

universal amnesty, or an amnesty near-

ly universal, with that of universal, or

at least of impartial suffrage. In re-

gard to amnesty, the amendment to

the Constitution which Congress has
passed disqualifies no Rebels from
voting, and only disqualifies them from
holding office when they have hap-
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pened to add perjury to treason. In

regard to suffrage, it makes it for the

political interest of the South to be

just to its colored citizens, by basing

representation on voters, and not on

population, and thus places the indul-

gence of class prejudices and hatreds

under the penalty of a corresponding

loss of political power in the Electoral

College and the National House of

Representatives. If the Rebel States

should be restored without this amend-
ment becoming a part of the Constitu-

tion, then the recent Slave States will

have thirty Presidential Electors and

thirty members of the House of Rep-

resentatives in virtue of a population

they disfranchise, and the vote of a

Rebel white in South Carolina will car-

ry with it more than double the pow-
er of a loyal while in Massachusetts

or Ohio. The only ground on which

this disparity can be defended is, that

as " one Southerner is more than a

match for two Yankees," he has an in-

herent, continuous, unconditioned right

to have this superiority recognized at

the ballot-box. Indeed, the injustice

of this is so monstrous, that the John-
son orators find it more convenient to

decry all conditions of representation

than to meet the incontrovertible rea-

sons for exacting the condition which

bases representation on voters. Not

to make it a part of the Constitution

would be, in Mr. Shellabarger's vivid

illustration, to allow " that Lee's vote

should have double the elective power

of Grant's ; Semmes's double that of

Farragut's ; Booth's — did he live —
double that of Lincoln% his victim!"

It is also to be considered that these

thirty votes would, in almost all future

sessions of Congress, decide the fate

of the most important measures. In

1862 the Republicans, as Congress is

now constituted, only had a majority

of twenty votes. In alliance with the

Northern Democratic party, the South

with these thirty votes might repeal

tin- Civil Rights Bill, the principle of

which is embodied in the proposed

amendment It might assume the

Rebel debt, which is repudiated in that

amendment. It might even repudiate

the Federal debt, which is affirmed in

that amendment. We are so accus-

tomed to look at the Rebel debt as

dead beyond all power of resurrection,

as to forget that it amounts, with the

valuation of the emancipated slaves, to

some four thousand millions of dollars.

If the South and its Northern Demo-
cratic allies should come into power,

there is a strong probability that a

measure would be brought in to assume
at least a portion of this debt. — say

two thousand millions. The Southern

members would be nearly a unit for as-

sumption, and the Northern Democratic

members would certainly be exposed

to the most frightful temptation that

legislators ever had to resist. Suppose

it were necessary to buy fifty members
at a million of dollars apiece, that sum
would only be two and a half per cent

of the whole. Suppose it were neces-

sary to give them ten millions apiece,

even that would only be a deduction of

twenty-five per cent from a claim worth-

less without their votes. The bribery

might be conducted in such a way as

to elude discovery, if not suspicion, and

the measure would certainly be trum-

peted all over the North as the grandest

of all acts of statesmanlike " concilia-

tion," binding the South to the Union

in indissoluble bonds of interest. The
amendment renders the conversion of

the Rebel debt into the most enormous

of all corruption funds an impossibil-

ity.

But the character and necessity of

the amendment are too well understood

to need explanation, enforcement, or

defence. If it. or some more stringent

one, be not adopted, the loyal people

will be tricked out of the fruits of the

war they have waged at the expense o\

such unexampled sacrifices ot treasure

and blood. It never will be adopted

unless it be practically made a condition

of the restoration of the Rebel States ;

and for the unconditioned restoration

of those States the President, through

his most trusted supporters, has indi-

cated his intention to venture a rou/>

:/. This threat has failed doubly
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of its purpose. The timid, whom it

was expected to frighten, it has simply

scared into the reception of the idea

that the only way to escape civil war

is by the election of over a hundred

and twenty Republican Representatives

to the Fortieth Congress. The cour-

ageous, whom it was intended to defy,

it has only exasperated into more stren-

uous efforts against the insolent rene-

gade who had the audacity to make it.

Everywhere in the loyal States there

is an uprising of the people only par-

alleled by the grand uprising of 1861.

The President's plan of reconstruction

having passed from a policy into a con-

spiracy, his chief supporters are now
not so much his partisans as his ac-

complices ; and against him and his

accomplices the people will this autumn
indignantly record the most overwhelm-
ning of verdicts.

ART.

MARSHALL'S PORTRAIT OF ABRAHAM LINCOLN.

WHEN we consider the conditions

under which the art of successful

line-engraving is attained, the amount and

quality of artistic knowledge implied, the

years of patient, unwearied application im-

periously demanded, the numerous manual
difficulties to be overcome, and the tech-

nical skill to be acquired, it is not surpris-

ing that the names of so few engravers

should be pre-eminent and familiar.

In our own country, at least, the instinct

and habit of the people do not favor the

growth and perfection of an art only pos-

sible under such conditions.

So fully and satisfactorily, however, have

these demands been met in Marshall's line-

engraving of the head of Abraham Lincoln,

executed after Mr. Marshall's own painting,

that we are induced to these preliminary

thoughts as much by a sense of national

pride as of delight and surprise.

Our admiration of the engraving is first

due to its value as a likeness ; for it is only

when the heart rests from a full and satisfied

contemplation of the face endeared to us all,

that we can regard it for its artistic worth.

Mr. Marshall did not need this last work,

to rank him at the head of American en-

gravers ; for his portraits of Washington
and Fenimore Cooper had done that al-

ready ; but it has lifted him to a place with

the foremost engravers of the world.

The greatness and glory of his success, in

this instance, are to be measured by the in-

herent difficulties in the subject itself.

The intellectual and physical traits of

Abraham Lincoln were such as the world

had never seen before. Original, peculiar,

and anomalous, they seemed incapable of

analysis and classification.

While the keen, comprehensive intellect

within that broad, grand forehead was strug-

gling with the great problems of national

fate, other faculties of the same organiza-

tion, strongly marked in the lower features

of his face, seemed to be making light of

the whole matter.

His character and the physical expression

of it were unique, and yet made up of the

most complex elements ;
— simple, yet in-

comprehensible ; strong, yet gentle ; inflex-

ible, yet conciliating ; human, yet most rare ;

the strangest, and yet for all in all the most
lovable, character in history.

To represent this man, to embody these

characteristics, was the work prescribed

the artist. Instead of being fetters, these

contradictions seem to have been incentives

to the artist. Justice to himself, as to an

American who loved Lincoln, and justice

to the great man, the truest American of

his time, appear also to have been his in-

spiration.

Neglected now, this golden opportunity

might be lost forever, and the future be

haunted by an ideal only, and never be

familiarized with the plain, good face we
knew. For what could the future make
of all these caricatures and uncouth efforts

at portraiture, rendered only more gro-

tesque when stretched upon the rack of a

thousand canvases ? No less a benefactor
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to art than to humanity is he who shall

deliver the world of these.

' The artist lias chosen, with admirable

judgment, a quiet, restful, familiar phase of

Mr. Lincoln's life, with the social and genial

sentiments of his nature at play, rather than

some more impressive and startling hour

of his public life, when a victory was gained,

or an immortal sentence uttered at Gettys-

burg or the Capitol, or when, as the great

Emancipator, he walked with his liberated

children through the applauding streets of

Richmond. It was tempting to paint him
as President, but triumphant to represent

him as a man.

Though the face is wanting in the crown-

ing glory of the dramatic, the romantic, the

picturesque, — elements so fascinating to

an artist, — we still feel no loss in the ab-

sence of these; for Mr. Marshall has found

abundant material in the rich and varied

qualities that Mr. Lincoln did possess, and

has treated them with the loftier sense of

justice and truth. lie has employed no
adventitious agencies to give brilliancy or

emphasis to any salient point in the char-

acter of the man he portrays ; he has

treated Mr. Lincoln as he found him

;

he has interpreted him as he would have

interpreted himself; in inspiration, in exe-

cution, and in result, he thought of none

other, he labored for none other, he has

given us none other, than simple, honest

Abraham Lincoln.

Were all the biographies and estimates

of the President's character to be lost, it

would seem as if, from this picture alone,

the distinguishing qualities oi his head and
heart might be saved to the knowledge
of the future ; for a rarer exhibition seems
impossible of the power of imparting in-

ner spiritual states to outward physical ex-

pression.

As a work of art, we repeat, this is bevond
question the finest instance of line-engrav-

ing yet executed on this continent. Free

from carelessness or coarseness, it is yet

strong and emphatic ; exquisitely finished,

yet without painful over-elaboration ; with

no weary monotony of parallel lines to fill

a given space, and no unrelieved masses
of shade merely because here must the

shadow fall.

As a likeness, it is complete and final.

Coming generations will know Abraham
Lincoln by this picture, and will tenderly

and lovingly regard it ; for all that art could

do to save and perpetuate this lamented

man has here been done. What it lacks,

art is incapable to express ; what it has

lost, memory is powerless to restore.

There is, at least, some temporary sol-

ace to a bereaved country in this,— that so

much has been saved from the remorseless

demands of Death ; though the old grief

will ever come back to its still uncomfort-

ed heart, when it turns to that tomb by the

Western prairie, within whose sacred si-

lence so much sweetness and kindly sym-

pathy and unaffected love have passed

away, and the strange pathos, that we
could not understand, and least of all re-

move, has faded forever from those sorrow-

ful eyes.

REVIEWS AND LITERARY NOTICES.

Six Mouths at the White House with

Abraham Lincoln. The Story of a Pic-

ture. By F. 15. Carpenter. New York :

1 Iunl and I loughton.

THE grandeur which can survive prox-

imity was peculiarly Abraham Lincoln's.

Had that great and simple hero had a

,
— it is hard to conceive of him as so

nded, — he must still have been a hero

to the eve grown severe in dusting

beg and brushing shoes. Indeed, first

and last, he was subjected to very critical

examination by the valet-spirit throughout

the world; and he seems to have passed

it triumphantly, for all our native valets,

North and South, as well as those ol the

English press, have long since united in

honoring him.

We see him in this book of Mr. Carpen*

ter'a to that advantage which perfect on-

and sim critv can never lose.

It is *(ii. link .i very pathetii figure, how-

ever, that the painter presents us. and not
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to be contemplated without sadness and

that keen sense of personal loss which we
all felt in the death of Abraham Lincoln.

Luring the time that Mr. Carpenter was

making studies for his picture of the

President signing the Emancipation Proc-

lamation, he was in daily contact with

him,— saw him in consultation with his

Cabinet, at play with his children, receiving
' office-seekers of all kinds, granting many
favors to poor and friendless people, snub-

bing Secession insolence, and bearing pa-

tiently much impertinence from every

source, — jesting, laughing, lamenting. It

is singular that, in all these aspects of

his character, there is no want of true

dignity, though there is an utter absence

of state, — and that we behold nothing of

the man Lincoln was once doubted to be,

but only a .person of noble simplicity, cau-

tious but steadfast, shrinking from none

of the burdens that almost crushed him,

profoundly true to his faith in the people,

while surveying the awful calamity of the

war with

" Anxious, pitying eyes,

As if he always listened to the sighs

Of the goaded world."

We have read Mr. Carpenter's book
through with an interest chiefly due, we
believe, to the subject ; for though the au-

thor had the faculty to observe and to note

characteristic and striking things, he has

not the literary art to present them ade-

quately. His style is compact of the man-
ner of the local reporters and the Sunday-
school books. If he depicts a pathetic

scene, he presently farces it by adding
that " there was not a dry eye among those

that witnessed it," and goody-goody dwells

in the spirit and letter of all his attempts

to portray the religious character of the

President. It is greatly to his credit, how-
ever, that his observation is employed with
discretion and delicacy ; and as he rarely

lapses from good taste concerning things
to be mentioned, we readily forgive him
his want of grace in recounting the inci-

dents which go to form his entertaining and
valuable book.

wife habitually carried the manuscript to

church with her in her pocket, while on one

occasion he was obliged to bury it in the

ground to preserve it from the insidious

foe. These facts, in themselves startling,

appear yet more extraordinary on perusal

of the volume, in which there seems to be

nothing of perilous value. Nevertheless,

to the ill-regulated imagination of the Reb-

els, this novel might have appeared a very

dangerous thing, to be kept from ever see-

ing the light in the North by all the means
in their power ; and we are not ready to say

that Mr. Harrington's precautions, though
unusual, were excessive. It is true that we
see no reason why he should not have kept

the material in his mind, and tranquilly

written it out after the war was over.

Let us not, however, give too slight an
idea of the book's value because the Pref-

ace is silly. The story is sluggish, it must
be confessed, and does not in the least

move us. But the author has made a very

careful study of his subject, and shows so

genuine a feeling for character and manner
that we accept his work as a faithful picture

of the life he attempts to portray. Should
he write another fiction, he will probably

form his style less visibly upon that of

Thackeray, though it is something in his fa-

vor that he betrays admiration for so great

a master even by palpable imitation ; and
we hope he will remember that a story, how-
ever slender, must be coherent. In the pres-

ent novel, we think the characters of Colonel

Juggins and his wife done with masterly

touches ; and General Lamum, politician

pure and simple, is also excellent. Brother

Barker, of the hard-shell type, is less origi-

nal, though good ; while Captain Simmons,
Colonel Ret Roberts, and other village

idlers and great men, seem admirably true

to nature. Except for some absurd melo-

drama, the tone of the book is quiet and
pleasant, and there is here and there in it a

vein of real pathos and humor.

Royal Truths. By Henry Ward Beech-
er. Boston : Ticknor and Fields.

Inside : a Chronicle of Secession. By
George F. Harrington. New York :

Harper and Brothers.

The author of this novel tells us that it

was written in the heart of the rebellious

territory during the late war, and that his

We imagine that most readers, in turning

over the pages of this volume, will not be
greatly struck by the novelty of the truths

urged. Indeed, they are very old truths,

and they contain the precepts which we all

know and neglect. Except that the pres-

ent preacher was qualified to illustrate them
with original force and clearness, he might
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w II have left them untouched. As it is,

however, we think that every one who
reads a page in the book will learn to hon-

or the faculty that presents them. It is not

because Mr. Beecher reproves hatred, false-

witness, lust, envy, and covctousness, that

he is so successful in his office. We all do

this, and dislike sin in our neighbors; but

it is his power of directly reproving these

evils in each one of us that gives his words
so great weight. He of course does this

by varying means and with varying effect.

Here we have detached passages from many
different discourses,— not invariably select-

ed with perfect judgment, but affording for

this reason a better idea of his range and

capacity. That given is not always of his

best ; but, for all this, it may have been the

best for some of those who heard it. In the

changing topics and style of the innumer-

able extracts in this volume, we find pas-

sages of pure sublimity, of solemn and pa-

thetic eloquence, of flower-like grace and

sweetness, followed by exhortations appar-

ently modelled upon those of Mr. Chad-
band, but doubtless comforting and edify-

ing to Mrs. Snagsby in the congregation,

and not, we suppose, without use to Mrs.

Snagsby in the parlor where she sits down
to peruse the volume on Sunday after-

noon. For according to the story which

Mr. Beechcr tells his publishers in a very

pleasant prefatory letter, this compila-

tion was made in England, where it at-

tained great popularity among those who
never heard the preacher, and who found

satisfaction in the first-rate or the second-

rate, without being moved by the arts

of oratory. Indeed, the book is one that

must everywhere be welcome, both for its

manner and for its matter. The applica-

tion of the "Truths" is generally enforced

by a felicitous apologue or figure ; in some

cases the lesson is conveyed in a beautiful

metaphor .standing alone. The extracts are

brief, and the point, never wanting, is moral,

not doctrinal.

Tlir Language of Fhrivcrs. Edited by Miss
hi'iM.'VK. Boston: Dc Yrics, Ibarra,

cV Co.

Margaret Fuller said that everybody
liked gossip, and the only difference was in

the > hoi< e ot a subject. A bookful of gos-

sip about (lowers — their loves and hates,

thoughts and feelings, genealogy and cousin-

.ship— is certainly always attrac live. Who

does not like to hear that Samphire comes
from Saint- Pierre, and Tansy from Athana-

sie, and that Jerusalem Artichokes are a

kind of sunflower, whose baptismal name is

a corruption of girasole, and simply de-

scribes the flower's love for the sun ? Does
this explain all the Jerusalems which are

scattered through our popular flora,— as

Jerusalem Beans and Jerusalem Cherries ?

The common theory has been that the sons

of the Puritans, by a slight theological reac-

tion, called everything which was not quite

genuine on week-days by that name which

sometimes wearied them on Sundays.

It is pleasant also to be reminded that

our common Yarrow {Achillea millefolium)

dates back to Achilles, who used it to cure

his wounded friend, and that Mint is simply

Menthe, transformed to a plant by the jeal-

ous Proserpine. It is refreshing to know
that Solomon's Seal was so named by reason

of the marks on its root ; and that this root,

according to the old herbalists, "stamped
while it is fresh and greene, and applied,

taketh away in one night, or two at the most,

any bruse, black or blew spots gotten by

falls, or woman's wilfulness in stumbling

upon their hasty husband's fists, or such

like." It was surely a generous thing in

Solomon, who set his seal of approbation

upon the rod, to furnish in that same signet

a balm for injuries like these.

This pretty gift-book is the first really

American contribution to the language of

flowers. It has many graceful and some
showy illustrations ; its floral emblems arc

not all exotic; and though the editor's

appellation may at first seem so, a simple

application of the laws of anagram will re-

veal a name quite familiar, in America, to

all lovers of things horticultural.

The American Annual Cyclopaedia and
Register of Important Events of the Year

1SO5. New York .- 1>. Appleton & Co.

Several articles in tin's volume give

it an unusual interest and value. The pa-

per on Cholera is not the kind o\ leading

to which one could have turned with cheer-

fulness last July, from a repast o\ summer
Vegetables and hurried fruits ; nor can that

on Trichinosis be pleasant to the friend of

pork; but they an- both clearly ami suc-

cinctly written, and will contribute to the

popular understanding of the dangers which

the) discuss.

The Cyclopaedia, however, has its chief
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merit in those articles which present re-

sumes of the past year's events in politics,

literature, science, and art. The one on

the last - named subject is less complete

than could be wished, and is written in

rather slovenly English ; but the article

on literature is very full and satisfactory.

A great mass of biographical matter is

presented under the title of " Obituaries,"

but more extended notices of more distin-

guished persons are given under the proper

names. Among the latter are accounts of

the lives and public services of Lincoln,

Everett, Palmerston, Cobden, and Corwin;
and of the lives and literary works of Miss

Bremer, Mrs. Gaskcll, Hildreth, Proudhon,

etc. The article on Corwin is too slight for

the subject, and the notice of Hildreth, who
enjoyed a great repute both in this country

and in Europe, is scant and inadequate.

Under the title of "Army Operations," a

fair synopsis of the history of the last months
of the war is given ; and, as a whole, the Cy-

clopaedia is a valuable, if not altogether

complete, review of the events of 1865.

History of the Atlantic Telegraph. By Hen-
ry M. Field, D. D. New York :

Charles Scribner & Co.

"Why Columbus should have been at

the trouble to sail from the Old World in

order to find a nearer path to it, as our

author states in his opening chapter, he

will probably explain in the future edition

in which he will chastise the occasionally

ambitious writing of this. His book is a

most interesting narrative of all the events

in the history of telegraphic communication

between Europe and America, and has the

double claim upon the reader of an impor-

tant theme and an attractive treatment of it.

Now that the great nervous cord running

from one centre of the world's life to the

other is quick with constant sensation, the

wonder of its existence may fade from our

minds; and it is well for us to remember

how many failures — involving all the vir-

tue of triumph — went before the final suc-

cess. And it cannot but be forever gratify-

ing to our national pride, that, although the

idea of the Atlantic telegraph originated in

Newfoundland, and was mainly realized

through the patience of British enterprise,

yet the first substantial encouragement

which it received was from Americans, and

that it was an American whose heroic per-

severance so united his name with this idea

that Cyrus W. Field and the Atlantic cable

are not to be dissociated in men's minds in

this or any time.

Our author has not only very interesting-

ly reminded us of all this, but he has done
it with a good judgment which we must ap-

plaud. Flis brother was the master-spirit

of the whole enterprise ; but, while he has

contrived to do him perfect justice, he has

accomplished the end with an unfailing

sense of the worth of the constant support

and encouragement given by others.

The story is one gratifying to our nation-

al love of adventurous material and scien-

tific enterprise, as well as to our national

pride. We hardly know, however, if it

should be a matter of regret that neither on
the one account nor on the other are we
able to receive the facts of the cable's suc-

cess and existence with the effusion with

which we hailed them in 1858. Blighting

De Sauty, suspense, and scepticism suc-

ceeded the rapture and pyrotechnics of

those joyful days ; and in the mean time we
have grown so much that to be electrically

united with England does not impart to us

the fine thrill that the hope of it once did.

Indeed, the jubilation over the cable's suc-

cess seems at last to have been chiefly on the

side of the Englishmen, who found our ear-

lier enthusiasm rather absurd, but who have

since learned to value us, and just now can

scarcely make us compliments enough.
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RECENT AMERICAN PUBLICATIONS.

Thirty Years of Army Life on the Bor-

der. Comprising Descriptions of the In-

dian Nomads of the Plains ; Explorations

of New Territory ; a Trip across the Rocky
Mountains in the Winter; Descriptions of

the Habits of different Animals found in the

West, and the Methods of hunting them
;

with Incidents in the Life of different Fron-

tier Men, etc., etc. By Colonel R. B. Mar-

cy, U. S. A., Author of "The Prairie Trav-

eller/' With numerous Illustrations. New
York. Harper & Brothers. 121110. pp. 442.

3 3-°°-

Life and Times of Andrew Johnson, Sev-

enteenth President of the United States.

Written from a National Stand-point. By
a National Man. New York. 1). Apple-

ton & Co. 121110. pp. xii. 363. $2.00.

The American Printer : a Manual of Ty-

pography, containing complete Instructions

for Beginners, as well as Practical Direc-

tions for managing all Departments of a

Printing-( )ffice. With several useful Tables,

Schemes for Imposing Forms in every Va-

riety, Hints to Authors and Publishers, etc.,

etc. By Thomas Mackellar. Philadelphia.

L. Johnson & Co. i2mo. pp.336. $2.00.

Coal, Iron, and Oil ; or, the Practical

American Miner. A Plain and Popular

Work on our Mines and Mineral Resour-

ces, and a Text- Book or Guide to their

Economical I >evelopment With Numerous
Maps and Engravings, illustrating and ex-

plaining the Geology, Origin, and Forma-

tion of Coal, Iron, and Oil, their Peculiari-

ties, Characters, and General Distribution,

and the Fconomy of mining, manufacturing,

and using them; with General Descriptions

of the Coal-Fields and Coal-Mines of the

World, and Special Descriptions of the An-

thracite Fields and Mines of Pennsylvania,

and the Bituminous Melds of the United

States, the [ron-DistrictS and Iron-Trade of

our Country, and the Geology and Distri-

bution ol Petroleum, the Statistics, Fxtcnt,

Production, and Trade in Coal, Iron, and

Oil, and SUCh useful Information on Mining

and Manufacturing Matters as Science and

Practical Experience have developed to t lu-

present Time. By Samuel Harries Daddow,
Practical Miner and Engineer ol Mines, and

Benjamin Bannan, Editor and Proprietor of

the " Miner's Journal." Pottsville, B. Pan-

nan. 8vo. pp. SoS. % 7.50.

Index to the New York Times for 1S65.

Including the Second Inauguration of Pres-

ident Lincoln, and his Assassination ; the

Accession to the Presidency of Andrew
Johnson ; the Close of the XXXVIII. and

Opening of the XXXIX. Congress, and the

Close of the War of Secession. New Y< irk.

Henry J. Raymond & Co. 8vo. pp. i\\,

182. 5 5.00.

Sherbrooke. By H. B. G., Author of

" Madge." New York. D. Appleton &
Co. 121110. pp.463. $2.00.

Sermons preached on different Occasions

during the last Twenty Years. By the Rev.

Edward Meyrick Goulburn, D. D., Preben-

dary of St. Paul's, and one of her Majes-

ty's Chaplains in Ordinary. Reprinted

from the Second London Edition. Two
Volumes in one. New York. D. Apple-

ton & Co. i2mo. pp. iv., 397. 5 2.co.

Miscellanea. Comprising Reviews, Lec-

tures, and Essays, on Historical, Theologi-

cal, and Miscellaneous Subjects. By Most
Rev. M. J. Spalding, D. D., Archbishop of

Baltimore. Baltimore. Murphy & Co.

8vo. pp. lxii., 807. 53.50.

Poems. By Christina G. Rosetti. Bos-

ton. Roberts Brothers. i6mo. pp. x.,

256. $ 1.75.

Christine : a Troubadour's Song, and
other Poems. By George II. Miles. New
York, Lawrence Kehoe. 121110. pp.285.

$ 2.00.

The Admiral's Daughter. By Mrs.

Marsh. Philadelphia. T. B. Peterson Ov

Pro. Svo. paper, pp. 115. 50 CtS.

The Orphans; and Caleb Field. By
Mrs. Oliphant Philadelphia T. B. Pe-

terson & Pro. 8vo. paper, pp. 133.

50 cts.

Life of Benjamin Silliman, M, D., I P. D.,

late Professor of Chemistry, Mineralogy,

and Geology in Yale College. Chiefly from

his Manuscripl Reminiscences, Diaries, and

Correspondence. By George P. Fisher,

Professor in Yale College. In Two Vol-

umes. New York. ('. Scribner & Co,

1 21110. pp. wi., 407; x.. 40S. 55.00.

The Mormon Prophet and his Harem;
or. An Authentic History of Piiiduin

Young, his numerous Wives and Children.

Bj Mrs, I . v. Waite. Cambridge. Print-

ed at the Riverside Press. 121110. pp. v,

2S0. 5 2.00.
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BURNETTS COCOAINE.
FOR

Promoting the Growth and Preserving the

Beauty of the Human Hair.

The inventors of Cocoaine, knowing that animal oils induce heat rather than alleviate it, turned their attention and
pharmaceutical science towards Vegetable Oils as the basis of a medicament to promote the growth and preserve the

beauty of the hair. The Oleum Cocus, or

COCOA-NUT OIL.,
presented itself most strongly as possessing many properties peculiarly adapted for the purpose ; but its odor and
density were objectionable, and seemed for a long time to defy all efforts to reader it available for popular use. By a
scientific selection of other ingredients, those which will chemically combine with the oil have been discovered, and
they together have produced a topical compound which is unqualifiedly pronounced to be the best that has yet appeared.

In the form here presented, this oil is permanently deodorized, and held in a combination which peculiarly adapts

it to the Toilet. A REMARKABLE CASE.
East Middleborough, Mass., June 9, 1864.

Messrs. Burnett & Co. : — I send you a statement of my daughter's case, as requested. She will have been sick

six years if she lives until the first of August next.

When her hair came off she had been afflicted with neuralgia in her head for three years. She had used, during

that time, fifteen gallons of the best Cologne, twenty-five bottles Bay Water, besides many other powerful applications.

These, with the intense heat caused by the pains, burned her hair so badly, that in October, 1861, it all came off, and
for two years after her head was as smooth as her face.

Through the recommendation of a friend she was induced to try your Cocoaine, and the result was astonishing.

She had not used half the contents of a bottle before her head was covered with a fine young hair. It would grow
about an eighth of an inch in length, and then come off. It continued to do so at intervals for four months, when we
discovered an irritation of the scalp.

We procured a bottle of your Kalliston, applying it with a soft muslin cloth, still persevering with the Cocoaine,
applying that with the hand, and they had the desired effect. In four months her hair has grown several inches in

length, very thick, soft, and fine, and of a darker color than formerly. When her hair had grown two or two and a
half inches, I never saw so splendid a head of hair,— thick as a mat, and when parted it lay close to her head.

She still continues to use the Cocoaine, and we have but little fear of her losing her hair. She finds the Kalliston

so refreshing and cooling to her head, allaying the heat produced by pain, that she would not be without it.

With respect, WM. S. EDDY, (of Wm. S. Eddy, & Son,)

Manufacturers of Cast Steel Shovels and Spades, East Middleborough, Mass.

DANDRUFF.
Burnett's Cocoaine is an invaluable remedy for dandruff, rendering the hair soft and glossy, and inducing a

healthy action of the capillaries.

Boston, October 30, 1859.

Messrs. Joseph Bctrnett & Co.: Gentlemen: — My worst complaint for several years has been dandruff, with
itching and irritation of the scalp. After brushing my hair, my coat-collar would be covered with the white scales

(dandruff), which looked like a shower of snow.
My barber tried various applications without effect. His abuse of your Cocoaine, and his obstinate refusal to use it,

provoked me to procure and try it.

I have used less than a bottle. The dandruff, and the irritation which caused it, have entirely disappeared, and my
hair was never before in so good a condition. Your obedient servant, A. A. FULLER.

ZBAILDl^IESS.
Boston, November 24, 1859.

Messrs. Joseph Burnett & Co., Boston : Gentlemen : — When I first used your Cocoaine I had been bald several
years. The ladies of my household urged me to try your Cocoaine, which I did to please them, not having myself any
faith in the power of man to restore my hair. I have used the contents of one bottle, and my bald pate is covered all

over with young hair, about three eighths of an inch long, which appears strong and healthy, and determined to grow.
In a word, your Cocoaine is excellent, — the best preparation for the hair I have ever known, and the only one

which accomplishes more than it promises.

Very truly, your obliged and obedient servant, D. T. MERWIN.

IRRITATION" OF THE SCALP.
Waterville, Me., Sept. 15, 1860.

Messrs. Joseph Burnett & Co. : Dear Sirs : — I deem it but just to state to you some of the benefits I have de-
rived from the use of your Cocoaine. Twelve years ago I had the typhus fever ; after my recovery I found myself
troubled with an irritation of the scalp, which had continued to annoy me very much, and to alleviate it I had failed to

find a remedy.
Having seen your Cocoaine advertised, I purchased a bottle only for the purpose of a hair-dressing •, but, to my

surprise, it has entirely removed the irritation of so long standing. Deriving so much benefit from its use, I have
recommended it to several of my friends who were afflicted in the same way, and it has wholly eradicated the disease.

JOSEPH HILL, Jr.

A single application renders the hair (no matter how stiff and dry) soft and glossy for several days. It is conceded
by all who have used it to be

THE BEST AND CHEAPEST HAIR - DRESSING IN THE WORLD.

Prepared by JOSEPH BURNETT & CO., Boston.
FOR SALE EVERYWHERE.
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One of the most delightful and fascinating games ever brought before the

public: useful and invigorating as a calisthenic exercise, -while

as a Home Amusement for all, young and old,

IT HAS NO EQUAL.
"We «idd a few of the many testimonials received :

—
" It is just the jolliest, prettiest, and uniquest game out ; made of choice woods, rests on the table when in use, like the

Parlor Croquet Board, and had its miniature Pins unci Balls, with the novelty of a Cue. It is adapted to the use of the

oh' and young. Skill and practice are necessary to play the game well, but there is constant life aud chance in its

progress. It is a line invention, and should be in every family, as it combines amusement, exercise, good humor, and
social affections, all in a compact form. "

—

Springfield Republican.

From II. M. BtlRLOW, Ksq., SupH Maine Insane Hospital. — " We have two of your Alleys in constant use ; they

are a most excellent source of amusement. 'We should not know how to make good the deficiency, if deprived of them."

"One of the most interesting and amusing games which has ever been invented. Old and young will be alike in-

terested in its use. It cannot f«l of being very popular." — Boston Journal.

" Parlor Cue Alleys are to be ' the thing' the coming season."— Providence Journal.

"The Cue Alley makes one of the most delightful amusements. It rivals the Parlor Croquet in many respects. To
the many circles that have enjoyed the Lawn Croquet, it will prove a welcome substitute. "We commend it to our

readers." — Christian Watchrnan and Reflector, Boston, Oct., 1866.

Prices: $14. 8 18, $25, and $75. Send Stamp for Illustrated Circular. %

D. B. BROOKS & BR0TIIER.
Manufacturers of Brooks's " Carom Croquet Boards," and Publishers of

Games, Diaries, &c,

55 WASHINGTON STREET, BOSTON.

MESSRS. TICKNOE & FIELDS
PUBLISH IN OCTOBER

The follo^viiag "Valiaa'ble and attractive Uoolcs.

GRIFFITH GAUNT. A Story of Jealousy. By Charles Reade. 1 vol. Svo.

Paper, $ 1.00. Cloth, $ 1.50.

The Boston Traveller pays of it: "As a work of art his novel is excellent ; and if he cannot satisfy all the
goodies by making all his characters good and patterns of morality, the fault is in his fidelity to facts. lie has not
made vice attractive, and punishment waits on sin in his pages (mite as much as it does in the world of reality."

'"Griffith Gaunt' is superbly written. Its style is clear, incisive, and epigrammatic, aud its situations are worked
up with the utmost energy and power."

—

N. Y. Leader.

THE DIAMOND TENNYSON. A New and Complete Edition of Tennyson's
Poems, in one volume, beautifully printed, und tastefully bound in Morocco Cloth.

Price, $ 1.25.

A marvel of cheapness and elegance.

THE POETICAL WORKS OF HENRY W. LONGFELLOW. New and Revised
Electrotype Edition. Complete in four volumes, in the style of the Farringford Edition of
Tennyson. Price, $ 10.00.

THE PROSE WRITINGS OF JOHN G. WHITTIER. Comprising "Literary
Recreations/1 "Old Portraits and .Modern Sketches," "Margaret Smith's Journal," etc.

New Stereotype Edition. In two volumes. $5.00.

RED-LETTER DAYS. A New Volume for Boys and Girls. By Gall IIymii.-

TON. J 11 ust rated.

THE BIGLOW PAPERS. Second Series. Bj Jambs Russbll LowBLL. 1 vol.

l Bmo.
Tii" Ffml Beriea of these papen haw Mran rank f"*»w the Pintmptoow of amerioan literature. This tertM will he

round of equal oxoelleooo. For shrewd common tente, for parkling wit. for pungent sarcasm, tor pathetic end patrl

Otic lentiment, for felicitous use of the Yankee dialect as a medium of expressing genuine poetical conception^ ihcy

Bit unrivall' d.

TICKNOR & FIELDS, Publishers, Boston.
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THE ATLANTIC FOR 1867.

The Publishers of the Atlantic Monthly, in announcing the Prospectus of their Magazine for the coming

year, desire to express their appreciation of the manner in which their efforts to furnish a first-class periodical have

been sustained by the reading public. The circulation of the Atlantic during the year just closing has steadily in-

creased, and the Magazine now occupies a place in popular favor far higher than that ever reached by any periodical

of a similar character. To sustain and increase the public appreciation of the Magazine will be the constant aim of its

Publishers, and they are gratified in being able to promise for the year 1867 such features as cannot fail to accom-

plish this result. They are now able to announce the following

PROSPECTUS FOR 1867.

Oliver Wendell Holmes will contribute a romance of New England life, a story of the present, entitled

"The Guardian Angel," to extend through the year.

James Parton will furnish a series of Biographical Papers and of Industrial Articles upon prominent and peculiar

American manufactures.

James Russell Lowell will write during the year regularly. His contributions will consist both of prose and

poetry.

Bayard Taylor, who is about to visit Europe, will send from there a series of sketches of "The By-Ways of

Europe." Mr. Taylor will also furnish during the year other sketches in prose upon miscellaneous topics.

Thomas Wentworth Higginson will supply several of those charming sketches of out-door life and natural

scenery, which have made him so acceptable a contributor in years past.

Edward Everett Hale, Author of " The Man without a Country," " My Double and How He Undid Me," will

contribute several stories and sketches in his peculiar vein.

F. Sheldon and Charles Dawson Shanly, two of our most brilliant writers, will furnish regularly for the

Magazine articles of a popular character.

The usual staff of writers will contribute regularly to the Magazine, comprising many of the best names in American

literature. Among these may be mentioned :
—

H. W. Longfellow, C. C. Hazewell, Harriet B. Stowe,

R. W. Emerson, J. G. Whittier, Gail Hamilton,
Louis Agassiz, Mrs. L. M. Child, E. P. Whipple,

Wm. Cullen Bryant, E. C. Stedman, Mrs. A. M. Diaz,

J. T. Trowbridge, Alice Cary, C. J. Sprague,

Mrs. A. D. T. Whitne W. D. Howells, T. B. Aldrich,

John Neal, Harriet E. Prescott, Henry James, Jr.

The Political Articles will continue to be a prominent feature of the Magazine. The Atlantic will always be

guided in the treatment of great national questions by the highest considerations of Liberty and Justice. Impartial

Suffrage, the Rights of Congress, and kindred topics will receive during the present exciting period full and earnest

attention from the pens of the ablest writers in the country. The Publishers point to the series of papers now
appearing in the Magazine as an earnest of their intention.

TERMS OF THE ATLANTIC.

Single Subscriptions. — Four Dollars per year.

Club Rates. — Two Copies for Seven Dollars; Five Copies for Sixteen Dollars ; Ten Copies for Thirty Dollars,

and each additional copy Three Dollars. For every Club of Twenty Subscribers an extra copy will be furnished

gratis, or Twenty-one Copies for Sixty Dollars.

Postage.— The postage on the Atlantic is 34 cents per year, and must in all cases be paid at the office where

it is received.

CLUBBING WITH "OUR YOUNG FOLKS." — The Atlantic and Our Young Folks will be fur-

nished to one address for Five Dollars per year.

TICKNOR AND FIELDS, Publishers,

124 Tremont Street, Boston.
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Books Recently Published
ISY

TICKNOR & FIELDS.

SPAR?: HOURS. Second Series. By John Brown, M. D.

>2.U0.
" One of the most attractive volumes of essays published

for a long period."— Boston Transcript.

ROYAL TRUTHS. By Henry Ward Bkfxhkr. $1.75.
" Fitly named." — Sprimjjield Republican.

A YANKEE IN CANADA. By II. D. Thoreac. $1.50.
" Fresh, simple, original." — Worcester Spy.

POEMS OF T. K. HERVET. $1.50.
"His shorter poems are inaDy of them exquisite." —

Tf. Y. Evangelist.

LIFE AND LETTERS OF J. G. PERCIVAL. By
Jouus II. Ward. $3.00.

" A valuable contribution to the history of American
literature."— N. Y. Evening Post.

TREASURES FROM MILTON'S PROSE. $2.50.
u Milton's prose is the richest unwrought mine of thought

and eloquence in the literature of England."

—

Transcript.

POEMS OF ELIZABETH AKERS (Florence Percy).

51.50.
" Some of the sweetest lyrics in the English language."

Boston Journal.

CHARACTER AND CHARACTERISTIC MEN. By
Edwin P. Whipple. $1.75.

Twelve essays on most attractive topics, and in the terse

and elegant style peculiar to Mr. Whipple.

THE PICTURE OF ST. JOHN. By Bayard Taylor.
$2.00.

A story in verse. A work of time, finished with great

care.

*>* For sale by all Booksellers. Sent, post-paid, on
receipt of price.

TICKNOR & FIELDS, Publishers, Boston.

Washes Well ! Wears Well I

H
Q s

>

THE GENUINE

MAGIC RUFFLE !

These goods, having tho above trade-mark on the Box
and Card, are

WARRANTED TO MEASURE SIX FULL YARDS

IN EACH PIECE,

And to wear and wash as well as any made by hand.

Till: GENUINE MAGIC RUFFLES, still manufactured
by the original inventors and patentees, on superior

machinery, from the best materials, and under
careful supervision, have withst 1 the

tests of six years' constant use,

Giving Invariable Satisfaction.

MAM K.\( Tl ItKD IIY THE

MAGIC RUFFLE COMPANY,
No. 95 Chambers St., New York.

DEMORESTS

A new, artistic, entertaining, and splendidly Illustrated
Monthly Magazine, a Museum of Philosophy, Art, Science,
and Literature, for Boys and Girls. To include the in-
teresting, the good, the useful, and the beautiful, and de-
veloped to the capacities of very young America, without
frivolity or exaggeration.

Yearly, $ 1.50. Additional copies, $ 1, or five copies for

$5. Single copies, 15 cents. A large and beautiful Steel
Colored PARLOR ENGRAVING presented with the first

or November number, and both mailed free on receipt of
the price. A valuable MICROSCOPE given to each sub-
scriber at § 1.50. Address

W. JENNINGS DEMOREST.
No. 473 Broadway. New York.

C^* NOVEMBER NUMBER NOW READY.

AIJJO MANt't'At Tl-RKKS OK

RUFFLE FLUTING IRONS, HOME-MADE RUFFLES.
run

DEMORESTS

The Ladies' Literary Conservator of Art, Novelty, and
Beauty, furnishing the Best Stories by the Best Auth< rs.

Best Poems, Best Engravings, Pest Fashions, Best Miscel-
lany, Best Paper, Best Printing, and the best in everything
calculated to make a Magazine entertaining, useful, and
beautiful, or, as The Tfeiv York Independent says -. —
" Universally acknowledged the Model Parlor Magazine of

America."
Yearly, S3, with a valuable premium to each subscriber.

Liberal terms and splendid premiums for Clubs. Single
copies, 30 cents

;
post free. Address
W. JENNINGS DEMOREST,

No. 4T3 Broadway, New York.

Specimen copies sent, post free, on receipt of 10 cents.

(HI

THE COST OF PURE COFFEE
CAN CERTAINLY BE

Diminished more than one half

By saving the time and labor ordinarily spent
in roasting it,

BY SAVNG THE AROMA,
TIIK SOLE VALUE OF COFFEE,

BY ROASTING IT EVENLY, SO TIIAT NO KERNEL
IS WASTED,

By Roasting It in Hot Air, no that none
is destroyed by burning,

AND BY CLEANSING IT FROM ALL
IMPURITIES.

ALL THIS, AND MUCH MORE,
IS DONE BY TI1E

SELF-STIRRING

COFFEE-ROASTER,
for BALE r.v Tin:

Eureka Manufacturing Co,,

106 WASHING ["ON STBEE I

.

(MM BOSTON.
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"AMERICAN SCHOOL INSTITUTE,"
AN EDUCATIONAL BUREAU, FOUNDED 1855.

1. To aid all who seek well-qualified Teachers. Principals, School Officers, and Heads of Families should semi full

particulars of what Teachers they want, and ask for the " Teachers' Bulletin."

2. To represent Educated Teachers who desire positions. The demand for experienced Teachers is good, specially for

those who teach Classics, Military Tactics, and Music. Professors of Music, and superior Female Music Teachers are

always in demand. All Teachers should have the "Application Form."

3. To give Parents information of good Schools. Facts concerning Schools are properly classified, and are promptly

submitted to those who seek Schools for their children and wards.

The reliability of the " American School Institute " is amply vouched for by well-known Educators and business men

in all sections of the country. This testimony will be sent when desired.

J. W. SCHERMERHORN, A.M., Actuary,

430 Broome Street, New York.

BRANCH OFFICES IN PHILADELPHIA, CHICAGO, AND SAVANNAH.

LY,
DEVOTED TO

POPULAR INSTRUCTION AND LITERATURE.

This is a first-class Journal, useful to all who are directly or remotely interested in Education.

Among the original papers in the September number are, " Liberally Educated," by Mr. Spalding ;
" Isometric

Drawing," by Prof. Plympton ; "Professor Alphonso Wood in California" 5 "Chemical and Physical Manipulation,"

by Mr. Phin ;
" The Fugitive," a Dialogue, by Miss Barbour ;

" Henry Hudson," by J. J. Stevenson. Editorials on

"Keys to Success in Modern Scholastic Enterprises"; "Perverted Education"; "Journalistic Honesty." Letters

from William L. Gage, now in Germany, and Dr. Hooker, of Yale College. Items of what is new in " Science and the

Arts." " Educational Intelligence " from all quarters of the United States, as well as from England, Ireland, France,

Russia, Greece, India, Sandwich Islands, and Hayti. Several candid reviews of Books. Choice selections are inter-

spersed throughout the Magazine.

It contains elaborate accounts of new School-Books, Maps, Charts, &c, &c, with a complete price-list of all the

articles usually required for school use. Also a classified list of Teachers who are seeking positions.

" No Educator can afford to be without it," and " all will be pleased with it."

Terms, per annum, in advance, $ 1.50.

IO= Specimen mailed, prepaid, for Twelve Cents (four red stamps).

J. W. SCHERMERHORN & CO., Publishers,

430 Broome Street (near Broadway), New York.

Wedgwood's Government and Laws of the United States,

A Comprehensive View of the Rise, Progress, and Present

Organization of the State and National Governments.

It contains the minimum of law which every citizen should possess to enable him to discharge, with intelligence and

fidelity, his duties to the State and to the Nation, and to conduct his private affairs with perfect safety to himself and

justice to others. It has been submitted to the criticism of the ablest jurists, who commend it and its objects most

heartily. A perusal of the table of contents and a single chapter will convince any intelligent voter of the need of the

knowledge presented.

It is strictly a subscription book. Reliable, active men and women, who wish to do good and make money, can

do both by canvassing for this book. Some of our Agents are making over $100 per week. A circular, giving Title-

page, Table of Contents, Testimonials, and Specimen pages, with Agency documents, will be sent on application.

Territory carefully assigned, and liberal inducements offered to Agents.

J. W. SCHERMERHORN & CO., Publishers,

430 Broome Street, New York.
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A. F. JOHNSON & CO.,
Mantfactckkrs and Patentees ok the

DOUBLE LOCK ELASTIC STITCH

GOLD MEDAL SEWING MACHINES.
The public will be pleased to learn of the vast impnv menU which have,

within the last year, been made and applied to the above in ochinea. Having
been entirely remodelled, enlarged, strengthened, and beautified, their working
parts are so arranged that it is impossible for them to <jft out oforder. The
large range of work they are capable of doing is truly wonderful. They sew
from the finest of muslin to the heaviest of pilot cloth with I qua] neatness aDd
dispatch. They hem, fell, bind, braid, tuck, seam, quilt, and, in bet, will do
every description of sewing which a Family, Dressmaker, Cloakmaker, or Tailor

can desire. The inventor of the above machines having been engaged in in-

venting, perfecting, and manufacturing for the last seventeen years, and having
procured during that time more than twenty patents in this and foreign coun-

tries, can say with confidence that our present machines are far superior to any others for the great variety of work re-

quired to be done by machinery. The public are respectfully invited to call and examine these machines at our

New Salesrooms, 332 «fc 331 Washington St., opp. Adams House, Boston.

ON CONTINENT.

It is WARRANTED TO RBSTOBH GRAY I1AIR TO ITS ORIGINAL,

NATt'RAL color, in every case ; it will stop the hair from

falling OCT ; it will free the head from humors and dandruff;

fromote the growth of the hair, and is a beautiful dressing.

We offer no large rewards, but we authorize all of our agents

to refcnd the money to any person who will use two bottles,

and then say BARRETT'S VEGETABLE HAIR RESTORER
has not performed all we claim.

J. EL BARRETT & CO., Proprietors,
Manchester, N. H.

Mi. S. BURR Sc CO., Boston,
General Agents for New England and British Provinces.

(Ill) trF" Sold by all Druggists.

"Poland's White Pine Compound. — Af-
ter having given it a thorough trial, we can confidently

commend Poland's White Pine Compound as a very valua-

ble article for the cure of colds, coughs, and pulmonic com-
plaints generally. In several cases we have known it to

give prompt relief when all other remedies which had been
tried had failed. It is an article which, in a climate so

promotive of sudden and severe colds as is that of New
England, ought to be in every family, and we are sure that

those who once obtain it and give it a fair trial will not

thereafter be willing to be without it." — Boston Journal,
Jan. 20,1866.

THE GREAT NEW ENGLAND REMEDY.

DR. J. W. POLAND'S

White Pine Compound
Is now offered to the afflicted throughout the country, after

having been proved by the tost Of eleven years in the New-

England States, vrhere its merits have become as well known
as the tree from which, in part, it derives its virtues.

THE WHITE PINE COMPOUND
(IRKS

Sorr Throat, Colds, Coughs, Diphtheria, Bronchitis,
Spitting of Blood, and Pulmonary Affections <iin-

erally. if it a Remarkable Remedyfor Kidney
Complaints, Diabetes, Difficulty of Void*
ing Urine, Bleedingfrom the Kidneys
ami Bladder, Crave!, and other
Complaints. Fur Piles and
Scurvy it will be found

very valuable.

Give it a trial if yon wmild learn the value of a good
and tri'-d medicine, It is pleasant, safe, and sure.

Bold by I)ru;relntH and Dealers In Med-
(111) iciiicM gciurnlly.

Joseph Gillott's

STEEL PENS.

TRADE-MARK
JnsErn
GlLLOTT.

Wakkanted.

SECOND SERIES.

^Ranging from !N"o. 700 to Z^o. 701.

Joseph
LADE-MAR Gillott.

Birmingham.

Or Descriptive Name, and nlsn with
Designating Numbers.

FOR SALE BY

JOSEPH GILLOTT & SONS,
1)1 John Stkkkt, Nkw York.

(ii») HENRY OWEN, Sole Agent

DUPEE, BEOK, A BAYL.ES,
STOCK BROKERS, AND DEALERS IN GOVERNMENT SECURITIES,

(110) •,2',2 fitato Strict, Ronton.
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This Diagram represents Madame Foy's Patent

CORSET SKIRT- SUPPORTER,
which is a valuable contribution to a lady's toilet, and one that was much needed.
The Corset Skirt-Supporter in question possesses the necessary qualifications to

further and not mar the progress and development of the human form ; conse-

quently in selecting this appendage of a lady's attire it should be borne in mind
that it improves the constitution, the physical developments, and outward appear-
ance. It supplies, as we believe, and that in the most accessible form, a want
that must have been felt by every lady in the "Land we live in.'' This invention

is novel, excellent in plan, made of the best materials and workmanship, and to

those who have adopted it (and they are legion) has proved of the highest impor-
tance in securing health and comfort. The Corset and Skirt-Supporter being com-
bined in one garment deserves the particular attention of the female sex. It has
a special merit, it removes the weight of a lady's skirts from around her waist, and
places it where nature intended, upon her shoulders. In conclusion, we fearlessly

state that

It is an unrivalled invention for the purposes intended. (ill)

LAFORME'S PATENT NURSING-BOTTLE,
The superiority of this Bottle over all others now used will at once be made apparent

when it is considered that it is entirely free from all metallic substance, and, In whatever
position held, the end of the flexible tube will always be at the bottom of the bottle, there-

by preventing the child from drawing air, as is too commonly the case with other kinds.

Price, Fifty Cents.

M. S. BURR & CO., Proprietors.
(100) 2G Tremont St., Museum Building, Boston, Mass.
Sold by all Druggists and Fancy-Goods Dealers.

A. The Rubber Nipple. B.
The flexible part of the Tube.
C. The class part of the Tube
in the Milk with the rubber on
the end.

THE UNIVERSAL SAFETY MATCHES SHOULD BE USED BY EVERY-
BODY FOR THESE REASONS:

1st. Being made without sulphur or phosphorus, and igniting only on the box, they are safe, inodorous, and agreeable.

2d. They cannot be set on fire by ordinary friction or by gnawing of rats.

3d. Careless domestics will no longer soil wall-papers, as they may try in vain to ignite them there.

4th. Spontaneous combustion is impossible, and they are injured less by dampness than any others.

5th. For sea-voyages they are the ne plus ultra.

In short, they are the neatest, safest, most agreeable, and really economical match to be found.
No person who values life, health, or property should use any other. CHEAPEST AS WELL AS BEST.

3 cts. per Box. 30 cts. per doz. Boxes. (111)

kk

HOUSEHOLD BLESSINGS!

Union Washing Machine
AND

CLOTHES-WRINGER.

First Prize Medals awarded in Europe and America.

OVER 40,000 SOLD.
AND UNIVERSALLY ADMITTED TO BE

THE BEST IN THE WORLD.
Warranted, to wash perfectly, without soaking, rubbing, or

boiling.

The Union Wringer, with COGS and Galvanized Frame,
will fit any kind of Tub, and is the most durable made.

Mangles of all kinds,
For smoothing or ironing, without heat, every kind of

plain household Liuen. Price, S 20 and upwards.

TURNER'S

J. WARD & CO.,
23 Cortlandt St., N. Y., &/102 Summer St., Boston.

VAN NAME & CO., Western Agents,
St. Louis, Cincinnati, and Chicago.

TIC DOULOUREUX

UNIVERSAL NEURALGIA PILL
A SAFE, CERTAIN, AND SPEEDY

Cure for Neuralgia in all its forms.

The following well-known gentlemen in Boston and vicin-

ity, among hundreds of others, are referred to for testimony

as to its WONDERFUL EFFICACY.

Jacob A. Dresser, Superintendent East Boston Sugar
Refinery.
Wyzeman Marshall, 36 South Russell Street.

Solon Thornton, 23 City Exchange.
John K. Hall, Cashier National Bank of North America.

Loring Lothrop, 43 Pinckney Street.

Asa Morrill, Captain Police Station No. 3.

William Baker, Boston Theatre.

O. O. Johnson, M. D., Framingham, Mass.

John S. Damrell, Chief Engineer Boston Fire Depart-

ment.

It is sold at Retail by

WILLIAM BROWN, 547 Washington Street

;

THEO. METCALF & CO., 39 Tremont Street

;

JOS. T. BROWN, 292 Washington Street •,

THOS. RESTIEAUX, 20 Tremont Street

;

JOHN I. BROWN & SON, 425 & 1029 Washington St.
j

And by all other respectable dealers throughout

the United States.

TURNER & CO., Proprietors,

120 TREMONT ST., BOSTON, MASS.



Atlantic Monthly Advertiser.

AMERICAN CHROMOS
1< Early Autnmn on Esopus Creek, N. Y. ? Companion Pictures. Size, 9X18. Price. S 12.00 per pair.

i in-.. )3. Lute Autumn in the White Mountal After Oil Paintings by A. T. Bkicher of Boston.

3. One Set of Six American Landscapes. Size of each, 4\x9- Price, per set of six copies, 89 00.
After Oil Paintings by A. T. Hrichek, representing Sawyer's Pond, "White Mountains, Souvenir of Like George,
Twilight on Esopofl Creek, Mount Chocorua and Lake, N. II., on the Saco River, N. Conway, N. II., on the
Hudson near West Point.

4-. Group of Chickens. ) Companion Pictures. Size, 10X14. Price, % 10 00 per pair. After Oil Paintings
5. Group of Ducklings. ) by A. F. Tait.

6* The Linnet. ) Companion Pictures. Size, 8x10. Price, $6.00 per pair. After Water-color Paintings
7. The Uulnnch. > by W. Ciuikshask of London, England.

8. Bird's ZVest and Mosses.
9. Kerns and Mosses.

10. The Baby. ) Companion Pictures. Size, 7x9±. Price, S8.00 per pair. After French Water-color
iters. S

? Companion Pictures. Size, 11X15. Price, S3.00 per pair. After "Water-

5 color Paintings by Miss Robins.

11. The Sisl Paintings.

12. Album of Cuba. Size, 10x13. Price, S4.00. Containing four views of great beauty and excellent execu-
tion. Mounted on white board. Representing Trinidad de Cuba, Castle at the entrance to Cienfuegos, San-
tiago de Cuba, Baraco Isla de Cuba.

L. PRANC & CO.'S

Holiday Publications,
SOLD IN ALL THE PRINCIPAL BOOK AND PICTURE STORES

THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY.

ALSO SENT BY MAIL ON RECEIPT OF PRICE.

PRINCIPAL OFFICE,

BOSTON,
159 WASHINGTON ST.,
OPP. OLD SOUTH CHURCH.

BRANCH OFFICE

NEW YORK,
639 BROADWAY,

2D DOOR BELOW BLEECK.ER ST.

Catalogvi.es "will "be sent free on application.

Juveniles, Pictures, Toy-Books, Games.
The Christmas-Stocking Library. Sir elegant tiny illustrated Extension Books of A Visit from

St Nicholas, Story of Hans the Swapper, Who stole the Bird's Nest, Old Dame Duck's Lecture, In the Forest,

Farm-Yard story. Put up In an equally elegant box. Price, *2.oo per box.

Doll Scries. Books in the shape of a raper Doll, richly Illustrated. Red Riding-Hood, Robinson Crusoe,

Goody Two Shoes, King "Winter, Cinderella. Price, 40 ets. each,

Old Mother Hu1>l>arcl. A JVeiu Version, by Ri th ChbsTERFTBLD, very amusing and full of good morals.

The most elegantly illuminated Juvenile, the wry book fur a holiday gift. Quarto, bound in cloth, bewlled
edges, full gilt stamp. Price, 8 3.00 per copy.

Prang's Album Cards In Oil Colors. Comprising a list of 70 different sets, each set of 12 Cards, of

Flowers, .Mosses. Birds, Autumn Leaves, Animals, Scenery, kc, kc. 60 ets per set.

Sunda v-Scliool Cards for the Christmas Trrr, in neat varietv. at prices of 15, 20, 25, 30, 40,

50 ets. per set. LARCH SIN DA V -SCHOOL ROOM CARDS. We have" now a very desirable assortment

Prang's American Albums. For preserving conveniently a large number of Album Cards, from 24 to

1,000, at a moderate cost from 50 ets. to i? 15.00.

Dook Mnrks, for Bibles and Prayer Books, most exquisite in execution, put up in envelopes of 3 different marks.

Price, 5<) ets. per envelope.

Psallgraphy. The art of cutting pictures In black paper. System of Ma. O Schmidt. Pat up in an elegant
box, containing full instructions, scissors for cutting, and a great variety of specimens for the study of this

most pleasing and fashionable art. Price, per box, * 5.00.

JL. l^UA-NO- & CO..
IIonIoii. iYlnss.



The Equitable Life Assurance Society
OF THE UNITED STATES,

OS BROAD^V'^Y, NK^\T YORK.
WM. C. ALEXANDER, President. HENRY B. HYDE, Vice-President.

GEO. W. PHILLIPS, Actuary.

New England Branch Office, 17 State Street, Boston.
D. A. ALDEN, Secretary. H. O. WILSON, Manager.

The INCOME is larger than that of any other CASH COMPANY in the United States, save one.

No Company ever orgauized in this country, or in Europe, has met with such EXTRAORDINARY SUCCESS in the same
period after its formation.

The last dividend of this Society was declared January 1, 1865, and the surplus premiums so applied that policies were in

some cases more than doubled, or the premiums reduced more than fifty per cent, thus giving to their policy holders all the

advantages of the cash and note plans.

AGENTS. — Persons desiring to connect themselves with this Company are invited to communicate with the officers,

when liberal arrangements will be made.

(112) _€XL\
Bradstreet's Rubber Moulding and Weather Strips,

The Best, Cheapest, and only Durable Weather Strip in the Market

Exclude Snow, Rain, Cold Air, Dust, and Noise from Doors and Windows
of every description.

Can be sent to any part of the country by express, and is easily applied by any person.

J. R. BRADSTREET ; Office : 57 Washington St., Boston, Mass.

One Agent wanted, in each Town.

DEPEW AND POTTER,
Bankers,

No. 11 BROAD STREET, NEW YORK.

< m u m I

United States Securities of all Issues
PURCHASED AND FOR SALE AT LOWEST MARKET RATES.

Orders from Banks and Bankers
FOR THE PURCHASE AND SALE OF GOVERNMENT STOCKS AND BONDS EXECUTED ON THE

MOST FAVORABLE TERMS AND WITH DESPATCH.

miscellaneous Stocks of all Descriptions, and Gold
BOUGHT AND SOLD ON COMMISSION.

Accounts of Banks, Bankers, and Individuals
RECEIVED, INTEREST ALLOWED AT RATE OF 4: PER CENT PER ANNUM ON DAILY BALANCES.

Collections made in any Part of tlie United States or

the Canadas.

HENRY VT. POTTER, CHATJNCEY M. DEPEW,
(110) (Late Secretary of State of the State of New York.)



PHOTOGRAPHIC.

E. * H. T. ANTHONY * CO.,

Utamtfattars °f ^feotngrap^tr Materials,

WHOLESALE ANO RETAIL,

501 Broadway, N. Y.

In addition to our main business of PHOTOGRAPHIC MATERIALS, we are Head-quarters for the fol-

lowing, viz. :

STEREOSCOPES AND STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS
Of American and Foreign Cities and Landscapes, Groups, Statuary, etc.

STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS OF THE WAR,

From negatives made in the various campaigns, and forming a complete Photographic history of the great

contest.

STEREOSCOPIC VIEWS ON GLASS,

Adapted for either the Magic Lantern or the Stereoscope. Our Catalogue will be sent to any address on receipt

of stamp.

PHOTOCRAPHIC ALBUMS.
We manufacture more largely than any Other DOOM, about two hundred varieties from 50 cents to S50 each.

Our ALBUMS have the i*eputatiou of being superior in beauty and durability to any others.

Card Photographs of Generals, Statesmen, Actors,

etc., etc.

° ,,r ' lembracei over FIVE THOUSAND different subjects, including reproductions of the most

odebreted Bi
. Paintings, Statues, stc. Catalogues lenl on reoeipt of stamp,

Photograptten and othen ordering goodi r. <). I), will phase remit 'J*, per rent of the amount with their

CI'I.T.

K7"" The prices nnd nuality of our CikkU cannot fall to satisfy.


